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"PREFACE. 


' 


T H E Writer of this Regale, in commu- 
nicating the efforts of his unbent moments, has 
for his motives only to inſorm the juvenile 
mind, or ameliorate the boſom of obduracy, 
attachments which ſurely entitle him to a fa- 
vorable reception: On this ground, the minſtrel 


mounts his Pegaſus, attempts to ſoar « within 
« the reach of mortal ken,” and leaves the reſt 


to liberal criticiſm. 
The Poet's wiſh is not to divert the faſtidious; 


the unprejudiced, it is as much his delight to 


entertain, as it is his pride to imitate : The 


looſe of morals are in no reſpect requeſted to 


draw upon this little bank of melody, as not a 
line will be found to anſwer the demands of 
wanton levity. 


His political ſentiments may give offence to 
' thoſe who reſpe&t their country only from 


pecuniary expectancy, or a ſlaviſh attachment to 
executive authority; the principles of ſuch beings 
are his averſion, and they can never have his 
amity, the true Amor Pairie muſt be ever his; 
and ſooner than contribute to the ſelfiſh and 
unnatural propenſities of thoſe, he would add to 
their diſappointments. 
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PREFACE. 


3: M If. by the rational meaſures of the Mite cur 
lover of Harmony be better qualified for ſocial - 
EE intercourſe, the Writer's-wiſh will be og | 
Ji I pliſned, and he ſeeks no higher gratification. 
Jo the admirers of Philanthrophy, and to the 
Sons and Daughters of Candour, the Bard con- 
ſecrates his varied Song, and at their feet alone, , 

| with the greateſt reſpect and cheerfulneſs, lea ves 
his © Harp ſtrung in the Haunts of Solitude, of 


Like that by n Sm Pu@puy giveth | | 5 
| Who fang on kent of dig r- A in ee. | | 
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do THE PSRUDO-CRITIC. 
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1 ” 

_ ; . for Judgment ieh his hel. 15 
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5 1 2 Sort beckon'd to an half flary'd Critic ſanding night 
Bey 6 Here, * (cry'd the God) throughout this Volume look, 


1 4 
_$E YI 
þ « — 


* *t * 26 "4 * 


. And yield with * all it's Merits, by-and- by; 2 


: 4M I 
n W 1 
88 * 


1 e PURI Sir Critic, Uke a Carle unkind, 


1 Yields all the bad, and keeps the . conceul'd behind: 


4 Nesg (quoth. the God) receive this new thraſh's Wheat, | = (2 
T- ol ſeparate the offal-from the purer grain, Sg; FR 

9 . = be 2 And Critic, when thy labour is compleat, 2 2 

__ -- £7 ©. © Sox ſhall reward thee equal to thy care and pain! 

1 _ This taſk is done 80 keeps his word, and with a laugh _ -. _ 

3 e | Reſerves the I and pays te Critic er Chal, | |; 
A 7 * cr on * _ "co N 4 


4 4. 
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3 APPLICATION. Bs : 
Critics, obſerve nor where unmeet complain, 
With candour cenſure and prefer the Grain. 
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CARRAVAGGIO;  Þ 


p THE DISAPPOINTMENT OF AVARICE; | 
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«6 Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, RT 1 
| — „ And waſte its ſweetneſs. on the deſert air. ' EI >: 2M 
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4 Hunt) has loud 8 tankss with the Virtues, 1 modeſt Merit 
| held out as a principle for our admiration and applauſe ;' of courſe, then, 
- they deſerve Public reward who, poſſeſs theſe qualities. Let us look into 
Society, and ſee how they are generally compenſated, we behold meritorious. - : 
accompliſhments too often languiſhing in obſeurity and wretchedneſs; while _ IM 4 

the untutored, daring, and aſpiring worthleſs, fill the moſt conſpicuous and =. © 
profitable ſtations 3 a proof, i in ſpite of our boaſted civilization ; and liberality, 
of the LIT OG, and our Gothic barbarity.“ 
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Omen winners hdres: 

The man of modeſt- Merit rifes low ; | | 
Full many an evil day ſucceeding da,, 
Appears to ſcatter brambles in his way 
Should he, perchance, paſs o'er the thorny nk, 
Some ugly Fiend is near to pluck him back! 
While artful Knaves, and thoſe of Folly $ drain. 
Aſcend with eaſe the ſhining hills of gain: + ah 
Glide ſmooth thro”: life, and ſeldom figh to 00 

One pointed thorn to rankle in the mind. 

Een thus, at vernal tide, the partial ſhow” 1 f 
Neglects the root that bears the fruitful flower; 
To ſpread its drops upon the barren wild, I 
ret never r fruit was een, or bloſſom I'd. 


Ye ſons of Ba TAI mY the rich regale, INC ION 
And liſt awhile to an Italian Tale; „ 
An humble Painter of Misfortune's thronſg, 

' Purſu'd by Ay'rice, ſwells the tuneful fong. © © | 
No title waited Canxavaccro's birth; 
Fate dealt him Genius, of the higheſt worth; eu 
Nature gave health, to aid his mental pow'rs, 4 
And ſtre w d his cradle with her faireſt flow'rs; 
Diſcernment led him as his fand-glafs rann, 
And, taſte, and beauty, dignify'd the man. 

Some faults had he, but what of theſe, my end T 
Before we cenſure let us learn to mend; 

Who claims perfection, ſtill ſhall Truth offend : 
His pleaſing form the genial Queen ſurvey'd, 1522 
And, ſmiling, prais'd the work her hand hat made! 
11 0 B 2 2 How 


* 


5 c CARRAVAGGIO. -| 


(How £64 to how co tho recenting Minh 
Pride leapy'd with Ear. * and damn'd the whole. | 


The keen ey d Eagle fill delights to ſoar N 5 
Far o'er the way the Cuckoo wing'd before; | 
Spurns at the clouds, as miſts beneath his care, 
Mounts to the Sun, and draws empyreal ar: 
- Tho' Pride may ficken at his glorious rife, q, 

Tho Enyy ſtrive to pluck him from the ſkies ; Wo, 

His way he takes, nor heeds an hoſt of foes, 

Looks down on meanneſs, nor a fear beſtows ; „ 

So flew the youth where Raphael wing d before, 
To cull from Nature's ſtill exhauſtleſs tore; | 
Like RarRHAEL ſcorn'd the foes who nakls hin fights,” ro As \ 
And ftrove to ſet his morning ſun in night; es. 
But ah! at length a pcwerful fiend aſſail d. 
Purſu'd his adverſe track, and there prevail d: 1 ca 

Ho perſecuted, and how low he fell, » $6 its od 
Be that the Muſe's friendly care to tell: 5 
Columbian Wesrt! a brother's fate attend, e 
PP | 
Whoſe high deſerts the ſons of Taſte ſhall own, 
Till fades the priſm, and its tints unknown. 


* 


4 Thus, all that elevates the mind to pleaſe, Log bore t 
4 * Was Carravaccio's,: but a life at eaſe; qm 
J' His ſcanty purſe fill made his wants depend // / 
On the rude caprice of ſome ſeeming friend; 0 
| Full oft that mercy which ſhould more abound, 437939 boa 
5, His wrongs expected, and but ſeldom found; - CT l 
Like the blind bard of Greece, from town. to aeg l 4IY 
| For food he wander d heedleſs of renown; . 
. Like Homer's ſong, his taſte the crowd ſurpris d. 
: Bat moſt, like him, for Poverty deſpis d; s een 


Whene er his ſtomach urg'd its wonted claim N 
His pencil painted ere the dinner came; + 7 


FS. 
| CARRAVAGGIO: EEE. 


© The dinner ended he could ſcarce tell Where ] 
The ev'ning meal; or morning meſs to ſhare. 450 W | 
No gentle Patron Catravacero knew, 5 n bak 


Patrons to men of merit are but few; jn] x. 5 | 
| Who ſuch would find, perhaps, ba bis Sheds 98 
Where Pimps and Gameſter's eee f 1: | 


Or, where the villain-(crime the moſt abbor'd},/ 0 2 Ty | 
Bends to the fancy of ſome beaſtly Lord ; 1: bo 
There Patrons ſtand, with Penfions ! Places! Gold! . 
While Virtue, bare- foot, braves the winter's _ "x 4s 4 

Be Pimp, be Catamite, ſpurn-nature's rules, £ + K 1 5 

| Such muſt Tay: while e b. Nr 


5 de 8 wiſe! are —_ to own, / 
And Carravacgero were but ſeldom known; 
If ſhe ſet off to cheer him as a friend. ro" 
They ſurely parted ere the journey's end; 1 E 
For croſs their way a ſmiling goddeſs came, iber K 1 
And charming Liberality her nammmqmĩrĩi © 

| 


— 


Prudence and ſhe, if Plenty fail to fi, ,- 4% FT." 
| Seldom agree upon the road a mile: r 
Unknown to Flatt' ry, or the cringing art. | 
Vices that never taint the noble heart: | 
The gates of Palaces where fawners flock, 259% A ' 
Refus'd their hinges to the Painter's knock; WE | 
One mode had he, if wrong the wiſe decide; 114 5 | 
The fault inclines the moſt to Virtue's fide : +65 8 . al 
He held, - what OP pres MANLY. Oy 62 POV a 

Fi | 
A Roman Nekds Bed eh ee aids y | 


Loud ſounding thro' the trump of honeſt Fame; 
Invites the Artiſt to his princely home, 

To trace hiſtoric ſcenes around the dome; 

The raptur'd genius all his ſkill diſplays, 

And many a taſteful boſom came to gaze ; 
For ev'ry touch portray'd a theme for praiſe, 


5 CARRAYAGGIO.. 
Ti envious grown, like. ichen ——_— 3 
Some ſcoundrel Artiſt work d his RT i 
And now the Lordling, inſolent and 5 1 nag OA 
Rewards his merits with ingratitude; 4 al l LATED 
Of ohrs lems 6 wound th ee youth, - 5 
Himſelf incompetent to Taſte or Trutk: nga; N 
Fir'd with reſentment at the dale s. 1 r WES 
He left unfiniſh'd all his a begas pen tt ins 75nd nds © 
Such high preſumption rais'd/the gall of e. 
And perſecution broke his peaceful hour. 
From Rome's fam'd city to far diſtant hn hag on": 3. 
Away the injured Caxxavaccroflics, 3: Naan 2%; 
To ſeek that ſuecour Inſolence denies. 5 
Friendleſs he ſcuds from black revenge r | | 
To find that bread leſs worthy: hands divide; Aa DAA . 
A glowing palette and a boſom gay, 2.4 FAY 
Were all the treaſures he could bear away 
A radiant genius all ſublime and chaſte, £43 
Correct as RarHAEL, brilliant Prince of Tairu! 
Theſe were alone the anchor of his Hope, 
With ſelfiſh worldlings but a ſand-form'd rope; 
A coin ſo light in Av'rice* greedy eye, = RO 
That he offends who ſtrives with ſuch to buy: nd aac” 
A ſpecies that no ſuperſcription bears, N 2 « 
Where Ign'rance ſtands to vend her doubtful wares; , a 
There urge the coin tho' hunger pale the ſa cs, 
She ſhakes the head and puts it by as baſm & 20 
There talk of Taſte, no other Taſte they own, 
Than that to ev ry creeping creature known: | 
From crawls where Hottentots on garbage 3 arti ut fo | - 
From Libia's tygers, to the ET} EDS bug 
Thus lowly Ane deen Muth dds his Way, 0 G 
Tow'rd where 8101L1A˙õ pride, Mzss ix A, lay, 
Nor yet he thought upon the want of ſto rc, 
His pencil promis' d till to furniſh; more: 


* 


7 


CARRAVAGGIO, > 4: 
| And this he fancy d would ſupply him wealth > '- + 
Enough for pleaſure, elegance, and health ; 
Some days were flown, when all his flow'ry ſchemess 
His air-built caſtles, and his waking dream 1 
Like light'ning vaniſh'd, while a pilgrim gaunt 
O' ertook the trav'ler, and his name was Wax r: 17 21 
No fopling he, for now with accent rude, in ail 
War hails the man, ner bluſhes to intrude; em 
Fain had the Artiſt ſhan'd the hateful gueſt, - 415534). eh: $2.24 Vf 
In vain he ftrove for ſtill by War oppreſs d. 
All pale he liſten'd' as the churl addreſs d. 


« Well overtaken, pray thee, flack thy pace, 
My form ſhall wait thee to thy deſtin'd place; 
Thou ſeem'ſt amaz d, what means thy wild — 
Thy cheeks are pallid, and all dim thine 2 inet 14 | 
I know the cauſe, thy quiv'ring limbs conjeſs.';-: T 4a 
_ *Tis Want, the elder brother of Diſtzeſs.. -. fy | 
But know, proud Sir, fince I thy haunts haye found,” F | 
War ſhall attend to whereſoe'er thou'rt bound; 1 
Ihe trav'ler hears, to heav'n ſends up a fh, bo 
And begs to move the Dzmon from his eye. | 
A low-built Inn, along the 'way-ſide ſtood; = e 4 
Cover'd with thatch, and patch'd with plates of md * [8 
Thither he went, to ſooth his fainting breaſt, 600 
To loſe, if poſſible, his frightful gueſti i:: ĩ 
The Major Domo of the humble cell, | | 
Soon ſaw him enter, and ſurvey d him wel! 
A troop of doubts perplex'd Old ScorzweL's mind, I . 
Whether to frown, or treat the itranger Kind; | - 
For long deep pratis'd to take heedful note, | 
He judg'd not ev'ry trav'ler by his coat, 
Or Cauravaccio's being gaily new, 
Had taught the Landlord all was good and true; | 
Twas the torn proſpect of his worn out ſhoes, . bee 
Arreſts his tongue, and made him wait to muſe, | 


x If — 1 


2 
* 6 * 


oF 
, - 
* 


2 LOSS, a EE LES 7 a, 
2 * 
* * 


e tatter'd ſhoo that wants the edel heal, E 


-* Requeſts his pleaſore in the fawning wayͤ/ md 


| And like a wk 4 , ane and Sed. 


T1 recommends the hungry to a meal; © 3 
At length ſome friendly Spirit wav d . r I n e 
For Int ' reſt only was the Landlord's God) 
The hoſt reſolv d, and now with viſage gay, ter r 


Bring me, quoth Can Ava, with an air, ad 
A cheering bottle, and ſome right good fare 


© Lerve it in ſtrait, my ſtomaeh's call 1 REA 5603 an al 


And deal the weary renovating eaſem LL 
Wanr heard the ſound; he faw he ral rent; Me ee 328 


| JJC Dade 21407 Sek 
Still, ſtill, the trav'ler claim'd-the juice belov'd;; LEGS: 
ee e e , eee ui N 


And as his int'reſt taught, partook of all 


With merry chat, and many a gambol gay, eee 
They drain the flaſk, and wear the time away; a e 
New heap the fire till paſs d the ev'ning's cloſe, - e N 
W . 0 


Bright m morn Re (a morning big with 10 | 5 oe > 
For Scoxzwt LL enter'd with his ample bill 3 4 =; 
Obſequious bending, 'twas his uſual okra nas 


Then gave the ſcroll that told the ſum to pay. 
.. Once on the winding Po's enamel'd fide, 

The lightning ſtruck a Shepherd's artleſs bride, 
Where bloom'd the roſe, the lilly'd cheek is ſeen, | 
And the pale form ſunk nerveleſs on the green 

So look the Artiſt when Old Scoxrwt LL came, . 


And held the ſcribbled enſign of his claim: 


At length, reviving, thus was heard to ſay, 


Fe By Heav'n, mine afro I want the means to pay.” 1 7 


. 1 Henbe.” „ What's 


ks 


| CARRAVAGGIO,) | „„ 


00 What's to de done, the ſurly Landlord IF 
You part not hence till I am ſatisfy d. es et DEST ee 
Now lou' rd his fable brows,” his eye- balls roll! 
As the big tempeſt gathers in his ſoul . 
Like thunder burſting from a gloomy cloud, 
Eyes flaſhing fire among the liſt ning crowd, b NN 
Bereft of Pity, recollection gone, WOO TONY Oe YR e 
SCOREWELL, the ſpawn of Av*zrcs, this went on, 

_ *© Curſe on the fate of publicans (ſay I) 

There's no profeſſion borne beneath the ſry 
So doom'd like mine, we'are the very ſlaves - 
Of hungry gluttons, and of thirſty knaves. 
Why did'ſt thou dare preſume to enter here, 
And lordlike call about thee for my cheer? © # 
Knowing of coin thou d'ſt none, for know thou muſt, 
What Wine-man yet'diA e'er give trav'ler truſt? © 
Thou art ſome artful rogue, ſome way-ſide man, 
Who hides in buſhes only to trepan - 
Some ſwindling thief, for whom the gibbets groan, 
Who feaſt on all men's labours but thine own; | 
Could'f thou not rob thine hunger to allay ? 
A thouſand travellers have paſs'd to-day, 
No! thou of courage haſt no fingle ſpark, 
Thy thefts are always«manag'd in the dark 8 
The good wife's linen from the lines you ſtrip, 5 

Or. hen- rooſts rob, or into pockets dip; 

But I'll revenge me quickly of ſuch traſh, - 

| The beadle on thy ribs ſhall lay his laſh : i OP 

Go fetch him ftrait,” he to his beldam cry'd, *' _ ] 


When CarRAvaccio thus in turn reply'd-: 
% Patience, mine Hoſt, thou ſhalt be ſatisfy d. 
Come, ſet thee down, and let ſuſpicion fly, 
Smooth thy dark brow, and lay thine anger by; 
No way-fide man am I, no midnight thief, 
But hear my tale; and change thy rude belief; —- 
OF C A Painter 
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Should grace the ſign- poſt of a wine-houſe an 
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to *- . CARRAVAGGITO@ 


« A Painter poor I live, Roms knows my fame, 
And hence may boaſt of Caxxtavaccio's Ice 
Baniſh'd by her ingratitude, I ram 
To find employment, and a kinder home : 

Such is the man who wants the means to pay, 
Then calm thy rage, and let the beadle ftay; ; 
Thy faded fign my pencil ſhall renew, | 
And give ſo fair a picture to the view, 
That all who've taſte to love the lib'ral arts, 
Shall ſtop aſtoniſh'd, that in theſe rude _ 
A work of genius, fit for kings to ſtore, - 


This ſhall ſecure thee in a little ſpace, 

Ten times the bill thou'rt thruſting to my face.” 
The mode I like not, (furly ScoxtweLL cry'd,) 
Yet, take the fign and let thy ſkill be try*d, 

To have in part is wiſe, however ſmall, 
Than tamely ſet down to relinquiſh all.” 


Down came the ſign, and now the palette glows 
With ev*ry tint gay Iris“ arch beſtows,  - 
The bold ſtruck contour meets Old ScorrwBLL's yes; 


And now a groop of well rang'd forms ariſe, 
The Goſpel Traveller who fell mongſt.thieves, 


Ihe painter's. open lineaments receives, 
Vielding relief, he drew (fo; claim'd his plan) 
In colours ſtrong, the good SAMARITAN ; 
And in the rude and cruel Levite's face, 
Rough ScoxtweLL's homely features all might 2 
30 like the brute, whoever ſaw would cry, 

4 That's meant for SCOREWELL, mark his hiery eye * 
The picture finiſh'd in a maſter's way, 
Conſpicuous hung to meet the face of day, 
In hopes to catch the lib'ral trav'ler's fight, 
And yield the Landlord all his ſoul's delight ; 


1 f MAES. cs 


Now 


4 — 


Now, CarRavaccto, for his taſk was done, 
Left the courſe hovel with the ſetting ſun, 
T'wards fair MEssIx A, ſadly took his way, 
Without one cheering thought to make him gay: 
Some days were paſt, ſweet C110 ſings of twain, 
When for Meflina with a gallant train 

Two Britiſh Nobles, by the Inn-yard took, 

Ess Ex the one, the other brave Dx Brook ; 
They note the ſign that gracꝰd the road-way fide, 
And ſwift the maſter's pencil was deſcry'd ; 

They ſtop, alight, the ſupple Hoſt attends, 

And bending low, gives welcome to his friends; 
The princely gueſts enraptur'd ſtay to gaze, 

Find P.ayHarr's tints, and CARRAVAGGIO'S traits ; 
A conteſt roſe between the noble pair, 

What maſter*s hand had been ſo buſy there; 
As none more likely ſeem'd their doubts to clear, 
The Hoſt was aſk'd what Artiſt had been near; 
'The ſubtle Wine-man told of all he knew, 
Deſcrib'd the Painter, all his manners drew, 

And grown ſarcaſtic, told the wretch was poor, 
And drew the fign to pay a drinking ſcore ; 

More he had told, but Ess Ex felt the flame 

Of Pity at the hapleſs Painter's name, 

Drew forth the purſe, and many a ducket ſpread, 
| To buy the gem that grac'd the lowly ſhed ; - 
Th' obſequious Hoſt could not reſiſt the gold, 
Approv'd the offer, and the ſign was ſold ; 
Twas firſt ſecur'd, then borne away in haſte, 
To grace the poliſh'd cabinet of TAs TR. 


Av' RTR, inſatiate demon, was at hand, 
And by old ScoxzwEL T's elbow took his ſtand ;- 
E'en as he counted o'er the ſhining ſtore, | 
The fiend thus council'd him to make it more. 1.24 
8 C 2 « My 
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CA RRAVAGGITO. 


* My ſon, in truth, it was a lucky day, 
When Carravaccio came awhile to ſtay ; _ 
This glitt'ring offspring of the golden mine, 

The Painter brought thee for his fair deſign; 
Go, make it more - why laughing do'ſt thou ſtand, - 


I'll point the way the means are here at hand; 


Mount thou thy Mule, go quickly, take the road, 


Seek Carravaccio in ſome night abode; 
And when thou'ſt found this man of merit out, 
Spare not a little perch to catch a trout, 


Feaſt him with danties, and e'er this is done, 

Let all thy praiſes on his genius run; | 
Preſent him money—ply him well with wine, 

With ſoothing words, ſtrive hard to make him thine, 
Then ſhall he turn and paint the pictures ſtore, 


And draw the idle ſpendthrift to thy door; 


By this wiſe conduct in a little ſpace, 
Thou ſhalt become the richeſt in the place; 


And when thou'ſt treaſure got, it heeds not how, 


Thoſe ſhall careſs, who moſt inſult thee no ß; 
The ſaucy knave, who braves thee to thy face, 
Shall d'off the hat and bow to do thee grace; 

Go then—get riches — honeſt, if you can, 

If not, my ſon, let getting be thy plan; 

Go— mount thy Mule, and quickly ſind him out, 
A trifle turns the ſcale that hangs in doubt.” 


| Old SCcoREWELL heard—and like-the dzmon's lore, 


For all his ſoul was fix'd on getting more ; 


He mounts his mule, and whereſoe'er he came, 
With buſy tongue, enquires this ſon of Fame; 

All dayhe rode, and the ſucceeding day, 

But found no Carravaccio by the way; 

At night he reſts, reſolving to beup, ' 


| Before the ne. left the hare bell's * | 


LEY 


To give him, dead, a monumental ſtone; 


- CARRAVAGGIO. 13 


Before the nightly clouds afar yere driv'n, 
Or the x * e his ſong to heaw'n. 


Bright morn an the wretch his way porſbes, 
And ſaw, what calls up ſorrow in the Muſe, 

- O'ercome with grief, reſentment, and deſpair, 
And ugly WaxT, who erſt had wrought his care, 
Poor CARRAVvAGG10 by the road-fide lay 5 
Stretch'd a cold, lifeleſs corſe of pallid clay; 
No friendly form ſtood ready by to ſpread 

A ſhrouding mantle o'er the ſilent dead; 

. No gentle creature near to heave a fgh, en 
Or drop the pearly treaſure of the eye, - 

Save one—(let flinty Av'z1ce bluſh to hear) 

The ſurly Wine-man's pitying cur was near, 
Either by inſtinct, or, 'twas Heav'n's high plan, 
The tender dog ftrait recogniz*d-the man 

And what his maſter's iron heart denies, 

Kiſs'd his pale face, and kindly clos'd his eyes, 
Thus fell a bloſſom on the barren waſte, 

- -Whoſe ſweets perfum'd the ſpendid courts of taſte; 


Genius! that pleas'd th' admiring world, how we'll 
Let Rous ! let ae and Mess1 na tell. 


By Av'x IE, thus neglected Merit fell, Fx | 


Thus fell the 0 to 1 a glow was given, 


Like thine Cor UMBlan-Wesr, the glow from Heay*n; g 


Go Fortune's ſons where fainting Genius fighs, 
And mount up modeſt Merit to the ſkies, 

By ſuch purſuits, you act the fage's part, 

_ Enrich your country, and her ſchools of art; 
Go then, nor let for bread one Artiſt moan, 


To play ful Genius open lib'ral ſtores, 
And future WIS Ts ſhall grace the BBI TIsEH ſhores, 


5 10 ; te | a Phi 
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Syiru of the murm'ring B&'s melifluent hive, 
Come! with thy treaſures dignify my ſong: 
While vernal beauties on the hills ſurvive, 
To court ſoft kiſſes from the light-wing'd throng ; 
As of their chequer'd comb you ſweetly tell, 
And point Euclidean wiſdom to the eye; 
Or fing each angle, curve, or parallel | 
Be 't mine, O Taſte ſublime! to liſten by, 
While elements more groſs abſorb the ſteril mind 
Of Pride, to feather'd trifles and to Fools inclin'd. 


Let me, with thee, the day-born ſcene explore, 
And grace my tablets with the tinted ſæy; 
Or on the moſſy down, or on the rocky ſhore 
That ſhews a wreck, the ſtranded veſſel nigh— 
Or where the willows ſkirt the glaſſy ftream, 
Reflecting Heav'n and all the charms of morn— 
Or where the ploughman whiſtles to his team, 
As June's gay mantle ſpreads the vocal thorn; | 
Till charm'd, O Taſte! with that celeſtial glow 
The mercenary ſons of Mammon never know. 


Or where the hills, once ſteril to behold, | 
Now wave their yocal branches to the eye; 
Or dreſs'd with bloom that dims the burniſh'd gold; 
Or berries tempting with carnation dye; 
Or hand. in- hand ſweet charmer let us rove 
Tho SnznsToN's Leaſows, or to Hactzy gay, 
Where Nature's Poet ſang of Delia's love, 


| And LitTzLTox his pure elegiac lay; 


TO MENTAL TASTE. Ig 


Till raviſh'd with what playful Art and Nature dealt, 
A bliſs that Folly never knew, or Tyrant felt. 


As Nature's treaſures, let me Art's ſuryey, _ 
What Phidias ſculptur'd, what Corrigio drew; 
Or liſten to great Shakeſpear's deathleſs lay, 
To Virtue juſt, and till to Nature true: 
And as thy ſoul, ſweet Taſte! pervades my frame, 
A bliſs to ſons of Worth, ſupremely great, 
Let me, or feel the burning bluſh of ſhame, 
To kindred worth that bliſs communicate : 
For, like the niggard, to accumulate and fave, 
Is to unmerit all that lib'ral Nature gave. _ 


K. . 


O Mental Taſte! that lights the Star of truth, 
Where calm Philoſophy 's” a cure for ſtrife ; 
From error clear the judgments of my youth, 
Nor quit me down the chequer'd yale of life ; 
Lead where the brilliant beams of Heav'n diffuſe 
Priſmatic ſplendor o'er the wings of Time; 
Or where the blue-ey'd Aftronomic Muſe 
Sings to Eternity her theme Divine : 
And more, O Taſte! mount thou my ſoul on Fancy's wing, 
In bleſt Empyreal realms to ſoar with thee and ſing. 
With thee deſcending from Ætherial dies, 
Ne'er let my pencil trace the immoral line; 
The Mundane Ore let flinty Meanneſs prize, 
A bleſt benevolence be ever mine; 
Though cruel Calumny may wound the ear, 
She who maligns the fainted innocent 
O Taſte Divine! if thou but hover near, 
I'll live to conſcience, and I'll die content: | 
For all without thee, is to me a worthleſs waſte ; 


| Then. come! and live my love, a cherub! Mental Taſte. 
ro 
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Hexce, ſenſual Taſte, of ol Chartbdis” train, 
Doe in the cradles of a dull exceſs;  _ 
Or, loud with mis'ry, to the Fates complain oy 
Of raging pangs no med cine can repreſs: _ 
Thy fav” rites are a group, my ſoul's diſdain, 
The Pariſh wardens to all cleanneſs loſt, 
'. Gorging the tythe, the poor requeſt in vain, _ 
For ever feeding at another's coſt: | 
Keep thee afar, more foul than Scylla to mine eye, 8 
e certain foe, carbuncled Senſuality ! 


1 thee in haunts for Epicurus 69; 
Where roſy Temp'rance never deigns to fit ; 
' - Where richeſt Turtle for the gueſts is laid, 
Seaſon'd with ſack and Aldermanic wit; 
Or, where huge pamper'd Prieſts all gratis feed, 
| And gormandize without a ray of ſhame, 
Like ſable flies about the cells of need, 
On what the modeſt Muſe forbears to name. 3 ; 
Avaunt foul Taſte, and herd with gloomy things like theſe, 
Who nurſe the nine-times ſwaddled Gout, unknown to eaſe. 


And while entrenched-to thy 7 chin, 
By all the Luxuries thine art can name; 
More than a quantum ſufficit take ip, | | 
Till thy diſtended ſtomach ſpeaks thy ſhame ; _ 
Or, like the glutton Leach fink ſtupid down; 
Or, wine inflamed, without the generate pow'r, 
Claim thou the wanton beauty of the town; 
Or, ſigh for Sylvia in the Cyprian bow'r : | 
Still on that god, thy belly, waſte a lordlike ſtore, 
Till ſerofula invade, and ſpread thy carcaſe o'er. 


Whilft 
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Wulla 1, at non alchg the peaceful med. 9 
Stoop to the rill, a frequent ſlake my thirſt Fee * _ 

Or, on the wild friits'6f the mountain feed), : 
Or browſe, ebatent, upon iy whedten rut; 4 


Led on by Health, II Nr £7 i = ma 
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I'll timely ſeek the pillbws of repoſe, 33 
And keep my frame, for many a rolling year, : 2 I 

From all thy ſad*gecumulating woes ar en 220090 
This be my choice thro' life, all temperate and chaſte, "= 
"Whil rere in habits" grols, indulge; temp met n- 1 4 
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Go, 10 the midnight ſpicy bow! inflainie, * eb Iw 31 2 
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And fing lewd ſonnets to the wauton eur; | * 
And laugh with fools, who decency diſclaim, MO” 
And glory in che injured virgin's tear; * a 
Repleniſti ſtill, and waſte thy precious ſtore, 

Give to the wine-man, at one fitting,” give 
Enough to clothe an hundred ſhiv' ring poor; 

Enough to bid the famiſh'd, feed and live : 
Hence then ſenſual Taſte, to baſhlefs brothels go, 


And do what! hould blaſt to name, and gh to | Know, 
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Not chat 1 hate Ren when ebe we ſeen, of ghd 
Corporeal Taſte; then thou art dear to me; 


No nauſeate qualms ſpread fickly o'er the mein, ty 6a A 
Light heaves the boſom to digeſtion fre::x6 , 
The form is dignified by thy controul, Gran. fy Ne 4 0 1 „ 

Swift ſoars the Muſe the heights the ſages ſought, lle 
Sings nature's wonders wide, from pole to pole, - 


With all the fire of energetic thought; 
Still ſweetly ſings her comment on the ample whole, 
Till to the great firſt cauſe up mounts the raviſh'd ſoul, 


Go, whelp of Folly, hide thy purple face, 
Theſe are rare myſt'ries, unmeet for thee ; 
Heace to the feaſt, and take thy wonted place 
Between Excxss and bloated Luxvukr ; 
D 
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Feed on thy coſtly, cates, thy Pamper d fre 
ST. Heliogabalus at once out vie; 1+ es Pro QUOISG 
. But ah! Corporeal Taſte, at once beware. 

3 l It | "oh Leſt like the bloated king, you feaſt e, ING 14 10 | 

; = Leaving this tale behind, by Scylla's Tops admir d. 
Fs 1 a He loy'd wo _ kae, ee eee as" 
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__ = Hence from the boſom of the lpadteſs maids... 814 
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Or ſhould old age w ertake thee 1 in 5 ne 0 80 
A feeble, tott'ring, fad unnerved fool! 


Shall fickly crawl-before the. beams of A Lade oh La 4 
be certain badge of diffipation's _ OE ++ 
Tin ſome more friendly, „„ 

Strike all thy ſenſes to awake no more; r * 
And thy a tare ae 

As thou haſt ſung of ſools you knew before ; cat dci 
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Till Autumn's acorns pm. the ue 
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Warms bloom to 2 and lengrhens day ; 
Of erpays the Farmer's-prudent care, 
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U V HEN the Roſe dealt its been to the regent 6 f. 
The Queen of ſoft wishes, and Bacchus the gag, 
Met blithe round the board with a flaſk of the beſt, 

Where WIr, in good humour, ſat down as a — i 

Till Bacchus preſum'd on the powers of his wine, 
Swore the colour was matchleſs;' the eſſence divine. 
Thar it brighten d the theme of the Muſe from above, 
And quicken'd with feryour the —— bw love. | . 


Atondg A a$Þ> 222i ctemroy ee wk 445% 


Correcting his vaunts wich ihe bre of bet mor | if 
As Trax grew warm, as ſhe roſe to reply; Nr 

From lips breathing love, her ſoft words ever clear, 

Like a hon. y-d:w ell to enrapture the ear; : 
Her hand, I ke the lilly the vernal Bee fips, ; 


With fingers a- kin to the tints of her lips; 1 
In haſte ſhe uplifted, his goblet beat down. 
And thus ſweetly ſung twixt a ſmile and a frown: 


77 
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22 4 CONTEST BETWEINTLOVEOAND WINE 


% Raſh Seger ='$ fon, hence thy boating forbeau;/ ß; 
Nor the pow'rs of thy vintage with /Beaury's:compare;" + 
No objects more differ, by candour furvey*d;. e %% De 
Not the earth from the ſky; nor tſie eee 
In ſpite of the liquor that flaws from your urn tapI 7! 
Venus governs all nature wherever we f thmw zn oT 
She rules o'er the deſpat; ſhe bends down the drive, 
Ges ſenſe to the-clows, "op * \lood 0 


— — 
—— — — 
* 
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| 
| 
| 
| 1. Not a king upon earth, tho? the proodel he be, 
But fteals from his tfirohe to do homage. to me; 
+ To Love, thro' the world ſweeter offerings ariſe, 
Fl Than to Jove, or to any beheſt of the ſkies ; £9 


8 n 


To Venus the am tou⁸ãtheir wiſhes impart. 
And fully diſplay all the ſtores of the heart; | 
To me have wall'd cities their bulwarks unbar'd, 
And bow'd to my charms with imglicit regard. 


— 


« is granted (ſaid Ba cen us) but _ of all this, + 
"Tis only to idle, to fondle-and kiſe: is HAH T 
Let the Lover Rill figh . to av4p d 
The juice of my goblet does txenty times mol se 

I quiet the ſhrew when che vixrn grows His 
And often do more than a medien pills? 
Tm a balm to the boſom 4 gion N 220972 
Give life to, the gull, to inſirmnies reſt. id 31 224 

ol to Hen $f; 1001 fz "a N A 
With eyes aun enflam' d, all vermilion'd her Fn A 

| More warm grew the Queens-and:forbad him to akk ß 
«« That power (cry d, AAA] you: prire above mine: 
Could once turn the friends, of Vlyſſes to ſlxine:xk tt 


\ 


1 To deeds moſt inglorious your vet ies haue ſtoap d.. 
1 Prieſts, Sages, and Monarchs, by, wine han e heen dup dd: 
11 The vile you make worſe, the dull mortabmars gd, aud d8iv7 
14 In bricf, woa haſt powes te do all hat it bg. 
| +. £4 #77! h ik 2:454i3 & 111 5 Sheet at Ui 
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_ The gadfaw-the furies were ent ting her breaſt, 

So begg'd-for.a moment to wave the conteſt : 

But Venus detarmin d the boaſter ſhould ve, ** 
Still ſhew'd what it is to contend ich abe ſet: ; bh 
Talk 'd much · of his pranks; end aid abe 

«« Fell poiſon dus under the Gfwdcts:of yuur juice; | 
To the tongue:ofAvearTE in Vain he reply d. 
Till 'heaven-borg-Ruazox me down to decide. 


1 nable 40 bear het reproach, Foix fle 

Along the — Danes made eral; 

The V1ces in terferiflew ſwiſtij aw- yy, 124 
As SHaDows of Nrunt fram thepreſence 3 dal 
Dark Dulx zes ftoks off iſo much fivectneſs'to-ſtinn, - - 
Like dew from the Roſe when it's kifs'd by: the fun: 

The Mother of Love with each heart-cheering grace, 
Left her ſeat wich a. mile and to Ræ a50x-gave-places 


Her aſpect was mild as an Infant's new born. 
Yet pleaſing to all as the beams of the mon; 
«« Give oer, (ſang the Cherub), let Rx ason define, - 
The diff rence twixt Lavæ and the 80D of the vine; 
Bright parent of nature tis plain to the Wand onen 
Thoy givr't Harmony birth, and exiſtence nene; 1511 
Without Love muſt the Worid be a Ration of r N 
Creation diflotve, and all chaos again. 


* 
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tr Delight of the heav'ns, with Rxaion combin d, 
Like a god you inſpire, and enlighten the mind; | 
You humble the proudeſt, the Sage you confute, 
Melt the flint of old age, and the breaſt of the brute ; 
All teeming the waves of the ſea own thy worth, 
The air fings thy pow'r, and the boſom of earth ; 
All, all, mighty Love! kiſs thy feet with eſteem, 
Or or below, thou'rt YE 1 


Diſcontented, 


Diſcontented, young Bacchus ſtraight turn'd'to p10 
„ For Reas0n. (he cry'd) was both partial other 
«Yet ſtay, (ſaid the horiey2tongu'd deity), pray,” 16A 
For R2eas0x has ſomething for Bacchus to fay; Ro, ne. 
The juice of the grape when by Rza50N apply'd,”” B AT 
e erer and bids ſorrows ſubſide 5 | of | 
Gives ſpirits to mirth more than titles or wealth; 
Warms the tide * and produtie of batt” 


1 64 


The ——— . wich looks of eſteem, a 
Told Venus twas true, and confeſs'dher ſupreme; $8047 
Her cherry lips kiſfs'd with immortal delight, © eb 
And commended the Queen for ſupporting her right; 
No claſping the balm-breathing'fair in his arms,, 
Swore by Heav'n twas dull to contend with ſuch charms; 
Thus Bacchus hence forward ſhall ſpeak >>: ee 4 | 


6 dhe ſed, and che carb. 


—— car with a troop of young loves, 
And firew'd, as ſhe ſled, eee eee 


© The god caught his Thyrſis, and graſping his reinss, oy 


* * » . 7 b a 2 * F 1 
Like a ſun- beam flew after, and: theſe were his trains: © | 
F. =. / : ; « 4 2 — i . , 2 . ag; * - | _ 1 
FS % Unknown be to Britain peftiferous gales,.. © 07 0 - 
* 4 it 2 : . - # % # £4 ; Mt v 
___ » 1 "2 eee ey e eee 
| : , Z — % El 
"i Lovz, Fxxzspon, and Bzaurv, for ever be thine,” " 
£4 V8 
__ And thy Fair bow to Rxa40x when Phon, combine.” | 2 
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8 PORTRAIT: SIDE or My | 


SOLITARY GUINEA. 


— 


y V. HILE POE and Alen * not a thy touch, & 
For loving too little, or doating too much! Rs a 
To thee golden Brunſwick, whoſe image we prize, 
Beyond titles, or birth, and ſome more than the ſkies, 
To thee ſhall thy maſter his rapture diſplay, 

And wearers. _ theme of a een We 


Thou ſecond beſt bleſſing on this fide the . Fer: 
Form'd to ſoften the deſpot, to ranſom the ſlave; 
The pleaſure my heart feels is equall'd by none, 

While thy face I ſurvey, and can call thee my own ; 
Secure will I keep thee, as Hawk in a mews, | 
To deal me a dinner when niggards refuſe. 


Thou fair piece of mintage, by tyrants tis ſaid; 
The pow'rs of the Soy'reign, the ſubjects ſhould dread, 
But for thee, thou bright circle, pray what's all his pow'r ? 
Iis a ſmall drop of rain, when compar'd with the ſhow'r, 
An atom, a grain, when we think on the whole, | 
| e * mole. 


Without thee, who would lead out 1 
Conduct his marine, and keep watch day and night? 
Thy face, kind companion, we toil to behold, 
Bear the heat of the Line, and of Lapland the cold, 

The ſpurns of the haughty, and ſometimes diſgrace 
From an inſolent aſs in a government place. 
E Thou 
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O thou that can rule over Biſhops divine //! | 
| OT e ee N Hans. £4 


26 TO THE PORTRAIT SIDE 


Thou neatly mill'd Guinea, Flt treaſure thas long, 


For thy ſound to mine ear's a delectable ſong ; 


Thou'rt always a comfort, whatever my grief; 


Ihe gentle phyſician that brings me relief; 
May the block head that treats ſo mueh worth ick contempt, 8 


Lament thee with tears when his pocket S rn oe 


3 — 


When the 33 of Za have ruft'd her mind, X 


*Tisthy ſoothing can ever make Phillida kind; 


Though her eyes urge a tempeſt, thy delicate form 


Can ſmother the lightning, and filence the ſtorm, 
Transform the fierce vulture to coo like the dove, 
ee eee VIE £24 


What i is there on 3 to reſiſt thee an hour ? 


The Church knows thy magie, the King owns thy pow'r; 


The Law at thy preſence diſeovers new flaws, 
While thine eloquenee gives to the raſcal the cauſe, 


In vain ſhall the people lament to be free, 
Since Kings, LEY: hs TORO," are ESR by thee, 


. 


Thro” life may thy Poet {till meet thine eflcem, 


On the couch of content of Elyfium he'll dream, 
No more feel the rod of Adverſity's ſchool, . 3 


No more bear the huff of the dignify'd fool; 


O let me not N ſing of my worth, 


| 8weer linguiſt that ſpeaks ev'ry tongue upon earth ; 


While thou'rt lord of my purſe, I am met with reſpeR, 20 
Without thee, I'm ſhun'd by the fool with neglect; 


: O bear me, bright comfort, quite out to the end, 
Thou beſt of Companions | Phyſician! and Friend! 1 


With 


* * 


Witn 4 {bs Sil watk by a Peer, 
Nor be aw'd by his ſtar, nor be hurt by his ſneer; x4 
With a heart ever guiltleſs, ſtill favour'd by thee, 

If not quite ſo high, I'm as happy as he; Uh 
Hence mine be the needful, I would not be cram'd, * 
And the V may ſcorn and be = A 
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ö Miner Lightning ſwift dating whit tnder bark loud, 9 


The ſea toſs'd the veſſel's top-maſt to the cloud, 
Deſcending ſhe ſtruck, on a ſharp ſunken rock, 

And parted {'midf horrible ſhrieks) at the ſhock, 
No pow'r was at hand from the tempeſt to ſave, 

So the whole were entomb'd in a'wat'ry grave, 
Save one on a plank, Fate forbore to deſtroy, | 
In deſpair reach'd the ſhore, 4 pe EPO | 


Wet, trembling, and fainting, he *roſe from the ſtrand, 
Borne up by a ſtake Chance had left for his hand; 
After wringing his locks, he ſurvey'd the new ſcene, 
For the ftorm was gone by, and the heay'ns ſerene; 
Tward- the hills now he looks, ſees a cottage to pleaſe, 1 
For the white {moke of plenty curl'd thro! the thick trees, . 

| Hope brighten'd his face with the ſun-beams of j Joy, | 
And away for the cot bent the poor fbipareck'd boy. 


The dame faw him coming, and flew to the Jatch, _ _ 
Her 5 and ſons plac d themſelves at the hatch; 
- The lad gan his tale, with a heart- rending ſigh, 

And points to the wreck with a tear in each eye; 
| 9 


* 8 2 kus eurunze xo vor. | 


ee recolleftipg difturd'd bis kind brett. 
FT We Aud he felt for his {ifiinates the pang exp; 3 
Attention with pity the ruſticks employ, r 
| Re.” And this was the ſong of the frei. 


oſt... 
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WH My parents and friends are all loſt in the tide, Se 
Quite cold are their lips in yon pitileſs brine, - — —_ 


And the kiſs of affection no more ſhall be mine.” 
© Grief paus'd, and bright tears from the cottagers flow, 
Een Tray hung his tail at the ſonnet of wooem 
The kind hearted Red- breaſt, unheeding annoy, 3 
Pearch'd hear the {ad ſong of the * 2 


| | 5 0 3 8 ww I d * the torriblewreek, 
| | Theſe trowſers all dripping, this ſhirt on my bc 
Is the whole I can boaſt of. in pity then ſpare, 3. 
And yield me that comfort you happily ſhar e. 
— Full ſwiſt as bright ſprings down the precipice flo, 
| Ii! ; I The hearts of the throng felt humanity's glow, . 3 
. Conducted to comforts productive of jo, 7 
__ r fled 8 ook. of io ue. boy... 
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* BULLEINCH'S-NEST. | 
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| kc: foring when the fallow return'd back a again, 
And Flora with cowſlips had mantled the plain, . 
I ran to the fair one my heart moſt approves, 5 N Pp 
To tell her of this, and how gay ſmil'd the groves; Re 
. - She welcom'd the tidings, and made me engage 


OL OD OPIN. 


LSD) "Try AVLLFINCH'S-NEST. OE = E 
% 0) —T—— 
I ne'er ſhall forget while there's bloom on the ſpray ; 
A ram in the thicket had faſten'd his horn, 


And firuggl'd, and baa'd, to — home, 1205 | 


I ran to relieve him, and there I admir'd, _. 
| A neſt of thoſe ſweet ones my Phillis requir'd. 


1 took from the A PETTY innocent train, | 
And delighted, to Phillis ſped over the plain ; 
The maid was direting the vine o'er her 8 t 15 | 
To ſtrield from the ſun, and to keep off the ney 
The moment ſhe ſaw me the boon ſhe confeſs d., 72.4 
0 with e * peg 5 7 


| (How frenge the tranſition!) ſhe Took'd an me yu 
Her eye dropp'd a tear, pity flow'd from her tongve; 
Ah! Damon, ſhe cry'd, with a heart-rending figh, 
*Twould grieve me to death if theſe charmers ſhould die; 
| Tho! great ſhould my care be to rear up the neſt, _ 
The parent, my Shepherd, muſt cheriſh,them beſt. -. .. 


I kiſs'd her for this, and commended the maid, 
We inſtantly fled with the neſt to the ſhade; I = 
Where ſcarce had we plac'd it in ſafety again, 4 
When the finch came, all kindneſs, i hor ker tins | 
My Phillis beheld, and with rapture conſeſs d 
That ork: might be learn'd from the a., . 


ny l 
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I told her, theo life, it ould be my delight, 
To copy the precepts diſplay'd to my fight; 
And urg'd her that moment to tell me the dag 
When at church ſhe would promiſe to love and obey ; 
Moſt ſweetly-ſhe anſwer'd; and bluſh'd like the roſe, - 
J leave that, my Shepherd,” for you to diſcloſe.” . 


30 | * ur Posy; - 


At length a eue WI do al, 
From the cage of Impatience two lovers releus d; 
I be village bells rang, While the nymphs and the ſwains, 
At the pure fires of love forge Hymenial chains; . 
230 aſk in the hamlet, yu. II find it confels'd,- 
How 256 could raſous che Baller u. 


| Altho' we've been wedded ten ſummers none 
"Tis true fill L love her as well as before,; 
She's as gentle to me as the finch to her neſt: 
Ye ſwains when ye wander in ſearch of a wife, 
I'd have you get ſuch, and yo⁰ç re happy for life. 
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| * beanties ems 50 cord he rr, 
All Natare was fragrancy, muſie, and love; 

When the maid of my boſem by Lycon was ben, 
To accept a ſweet Poſy from Diek of the Green: 
So ſoon as the tidings were whiſper'd to me, 

I ſnatch'd up my erook, and fled over the lea; | 
My lambkins I leſt to the care of poor tray, #4 
For I yd for no een d * Say. > 


* 
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With heart all on Oy 100 creezy brow, 


To think ſhe ſo lightly-regatded' her vow; 
Loud murm'ring, I vaulted each ſtile in my way, 


And theſe rancorous words ſtrait determin'$ to ſay : 


© Know. 


\ 8 * 
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| REASON: 4 CURE) OR -JRALODSY. — 3A, 
© Know this, thou falſe maiden, I've;alter'd wy! mind. 
And will ſeek, out-another more conſtant and We . 
Thus in torment I fled.at my fancy'd diſgrace, 

Till Rxagon oertock me, and en my bare 


8 hold, fity Send bald the Heay' n-born fi) 
Your. rage is unmanly, return to your care: 

- I plainly perceive, for the paſſion's expreſs'd, 

Tis Jealouſy rifles your boſom of reſt; e 

Can your Phillis be faithleſs? Remember, dull Swain; N 

Laſt May when ſhe danc'd round the pole on the plan- 

Her lovers were many, rich, handſome, and true, 

Yet ſhe ſcorn'd ev'ry ra . 


mY * 
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wa Tis Kay 1 hence her precepts obey, 
Who's govern'd by her cannot eaſily ſtray; | | 
Go, in haſte ſeek your flocks, for your roſe-bud vant 

ls juſt as you'd have her, all ſweetneſs and truth ; © 

Her manners ſtill charming, twere juſt to allow, 
And the wreath of contentment encircle's her brow : 
Full pure her attachments; they 're truly your own, 5 
And her breaſt ſacred Vixrus has choſe for her throne,” 


Convinc'd of my folly, and rid of my pain, 
As ſwift I fled back to my paſtures again, 
| Where under the ſycamore. ſhade by the brook, --- --: -- 
As recumbent I hung on the tem of my crook, 
I faw the dear maid tripping blithe o'er the plain ; 
With the Poſy receiy'd from the hand of the Swain; 
To meet her I ran, and I own it with pride, 
Commended the gift and the giver beſide. - 


Ye Swains, ne'er let Jealouſy enter your breaſt, 
The Dæmon's delight is to rob you of reſt: 
Tis heartleſs to think what the Jealous muſt know; : 
They feel all the pangs of the tortu'd below; 75 


To 


* 3 


To 'ſcape ſuch a Fury, be gentle and gay 
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Wich the fair you eſteem, agree . N 4s 4 


To pleaſe her, the gentleſt of methods purſue, 
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MANNERS" BEFORE. BEAUTY: 


| 1 — — 
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The gay ones thus ſing of my fair; 
On her cheek what a delicate glow! - - 
e delightul the rings of her ate! 

7 "Ream mas Sond 
Brighter far-than the brighteſt of ſpars; 
While they deign on poor mortals to beam, 

2h V 


The red coral 8 from . 
It were folly for us to compare | 
To the WN taſte of her neg s 


| Thes fs menits 1 6 

That her form is completely debgn'd, 
Will, I think, be refuted-by none, 

- . But ſhe wants the rare gift of the mind. 


What are eyes, lips, or checks, or a mien? 
What is all that the ſchools can impart ? 


What's the fineſt "complexion ere ſeen ? 
0 


Lovely 


MANNERS BEFORE BEAUTY. 


Lovidy Phillis, hence forward be wiſe ; 
Ahl pray thee coquet it no more, 
Or your ſhepherd will ſurely deſpiſe, 

Tho' the fops of the town may adore, 


th. 


CUPID AND PSYCHE. 


W ITH cheeks bedew'd with drops of pearl, 


Sad Pſyche ſought the gtove, 
Where ſhe her treſſes us'd to curl 
With Innocence and Love. 


Sweet Modeſty, a rural maid, | 

- Ofertook the weeping fair; 
Aſk'd why in looſe attire ſhe ſtray d, 

And why diffus d her hair? 


1 Cupid ſeek- o'er hill and dale, 
From me the god is fled; 

And (what's the cauſe I cannot tell), 
He ſhuns the marriage bed. 


Dry up thy tears, and ceaſe to moan, - 
Return'd the Sylvan chaſte, 
Accept from me this magic zone, 
And bind it round thy waſte, 


Tie up thy locks, thy drefs improve, 
And ſoon this change thou'lt ſee; 

Pſyche ſhall ceaſe to follow Love, 
Fond Love ſhall follow thee. 


\ 


34 © cup 4 yarns... 


The mms ahoet ler ein e U 1 ha 
Each treſi a ringlet flows, | 
Her boſom's hid from vulgar eyes, 
5 N 8 PIE 


: Now is the ſtream ſhe views her face, 
Exults at _charms ſo fair; 
The while ſhe ſtudied ev'ry grace, 
Love came and found her there. 


Enraptur'd to her arms he flew, 
With joy he bleſs'd the change, 

Improv'd the cauſe from whence it grew, 
And Love — to range. 3 


Ye wedded dames, my hint deſery, 
Nor blame the friendly part; 
© The Slattern makes the Lover fly, 
While neatneſs chains the heart. 


A PRETTY WEEK 8 W 0 . | 
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ON Monday, young Colin, who liv'd in the gn 
Came to me while milking, to earry my pail; -- 
He vow'd full fincere, he had made up his thin, 
To wed me on Wedneſday, if ſo I inclit?d ; 
And vow'd when we came to the willow-deck'd brook, 
IF I doubted his truth, he would Twokr'on the book. 


1 


To know if my lover Gold Ke) to his you,” | 
On Tueſday, the whole he was buſy at plow, 
I ran to the cot of old Dorcas below, 
And begg'd ſhe wou'd tell me the thing I would know ; 
| | Then 


A PRETTY WEBK'S WORK, 35 


Then gave her a ſixpence I fay'd from my youth, * 
And protnis'd another to come at the truth. 


Her ſpectacles quickly ſhe took from her ide, 


_  Examin'd my hand, aſk d me queſtions beſide ; - _ 


Then told me ſhe ſaw, by a ſpark in my eye, 

If Colin was willing, twere beſt to comply: 
And ſaid, Child do this, left your wiſhes are croſs'd, 
For in matters of love, no time s to be loſt, - 


On Wedneſday he came dizen'd out in his beſt, _ 
He gave me a poſey to ſtick in my breaſt ; 
So ſweetly he kiſs'd me, and told me the time, 
And ſaid, let us haſte, e're the village bells chime; 
But I, filly I, ſure the worſt of my kind ! 
Reply'd with a ſneer, Sir, Poe alter'd my mind.” 


At this with reſentment becoming the ſwain, 
He turn'd from a fool, and went off with diſdain; - - 
As ſoon as he left me, I thought on my fate, | 
And the words of old Dorcas, but ah ! 'twas too late! 
J ran to the vale, ſearch'd the hamlets around, 
To find out my ſwain, but no Colin I found, 


On Thurſday, fo ſoon as the lark ſtruck my ear, 
I travers'd the meads in purſuit of my dear . 
Sing on, pretty lark, (to the warbler I cry'd) 
Thou'rt happy, becauſe thou art true to thy bride ; 
But alas! all endeavours were idle and vain ! | 
N ot one on the meadows knew aught of my ſwain. 


When Friday was come, I grew fick of my lot; 
I ran to the vale, and'enquir'd at each cot; 
But ſucceſsleſs, alas! were all efforts to me, 
No tidings I heard, nor no Colin cou'd ſee ; 
F 2 ES 'T'was 
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Tus Saturday, now, and the fearch I renew'd, 


On Sunday, I wander'd diſtracted till noon, - 
When the bells gan a peal, delightful in tune; 

I ſtopt the firſt perſon I met in my way, 

And aſk'd the true cauſe of their being ſo gay; 
Who told me, this morning young Colin was ſcen, 
With the . and 1 Doll of the green. 


That inſtant I ran to che groen willow'd brook, 
Where Colin had ſworn to be true on a book; 
My garters I bound to the ſturdieſt bough, — 
And had acted, ye virgins, J cannot tell how ! 
If Reaſon had not interpos'd with her aid, 
And bade me deſiſt, for a filly young maid. 


Ye maidens who hear me, ne'er act ſuch a part, 
Nor reje& the true ſwain who would yield you his heart; 
Comply when he's kind, for I've known to my coſt, 
In matters of love there's no time to be loſt. 
Do this, and no cauſe in your bofom ſhall lurk, 
5 make you repent of a pretty week's work. 


_— 


LASS OF THE LAKES. 


V y ITHIN the « 5 fickly gloom, 
HTV TIA! heroes pine, 
And * Gz1s1 8's fiat ſeals their ws, 
My gentleſt maid ! and thine ; 
Nor 


o Governor for Albert, in Switzerland. 
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Nor + Witttane Tarr's uberring ſhaft 
The Tyrant's ſoul can ſhake; | 
From juſt revenge, ſecur d by Craft, 

| ow lives by Lucern Lake. 25 


Then 6. my Fair! thieſs 15 4 haunts, 
And range the hills with me: 
This heart is thine and warmly pants, 
Iu?õ0 ſet its charmer free. 
The mountain Larks ſo blithe to ſee, 
Thy flumbers ſhall awake, 

And fing their ſongs of Peace for Thee, 

Sweet Laſs of Lucern Lake! 


Come fly, then, fly the courtly ſcene, 
No ſcornful face to know; 

No fell deceit with angel's mien, 
Shall wreck another's woe: 

On thy ſweet lips, devoid of guile, 
Love's faithful pledge I'Il ſtake, 

And teach thee, morn and eve, to ſmile, 
Sweet Laſs of Lucern Lake. 


For thee, I'll cull the ſummer grove, 
While fruits are ripe and rare, 

Juſt when the Bees for honey rove, 
Will I at morn be there, 

To pluck impearl'd with ev'ning dew. 
The berries from the brake, 

Then ſpread the ſweet repaſt for you, 

Sweet Laſs of Lucern Lake. 


From nipping blaſts ; from froſts and hail, - 


Thy beauty I'll defend, 
And till, amidſt the winter's gale, 
Live blithe, thy love and friend : 


* Founder of Switz Liberty, 


3 THE 1Ass OP. THE: LAKES. 
3 The glowing hearth, heap high for thee, bs, 
Each eve while tempeſts ſhake, _  . 


| While thou ſoft love-tales tell for me, | 
. Sweet Laſs of Lucern Lake. | . 


| When from our Tyrant's will , | 
WMrapt in our ſteepy Hills, 
We'll teach each other to ede, BET 
'The care Contentment kills; 

Then turn, fair maid; and fly with ne, 1 

_  'Thine Arnold's fortune takes, 
; Whoſe only hope is Love and "thee, 

SY, Sweet Laſs of Lucern Ike. 
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* / HERE the KiE-Furrow'd Medway laves Halling's ; 


green ſtrand, 
A few humble cottages pleaſantly ſtand: 
There Edwin the farmer *s contented to dwell, 
And begs but for health and to culture his dell. 
The Lark greets him riſing, oft fings him to reſt, 
And he ſcarce feels a pang that can ruffle the breaſt, 


One daughter he boaſts, fair Eliza her name; 
Perfections like her's, *twere preſumption to claim, 
Unleſs by ſome worth I could ſhew my deſert, 

O then with what rapture I'd barter my heart! 
Hence pow'r, wealth, and titles, I'd envy ye not, 
A boon greater 175 is the Maid of the Cot. 
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When firſt I perceiv'd to love was my fate, 
I trove with my flame, but I found *twas too late; 
The ſly-working god had ſo manag'd his part, 
That no longer I boaſted the freedom of heart. 

I found 'twas in vain to contend with my lot, 
So cheriſh'd my flame for the Maid of the Cot, _ 


The gay fops of the city will ſneer with diſdain 
At the dreſs of Eliza, ſo neat and ſo plain; ray 
Untortur'd by faſhion, unſullied by art, * 
Her neatneſs firſt open'd the way to my heart,  ; ++: 
With your belles you gay fops live, I envy ye not, 
The aſk WEE en enn 
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As we akin the mead to'ards the tide 8 day, 


Old Halling's white ſteeple we chanc'd to ſurvey, 
I ſaid, as I noted the ſtructure, my fair, 
Should Edwin conſent, would your wiſh lead you there; 


Say, would you be Damon's Eliza or not? 
But I'd only a figh from the Maid of the Cot. 


O! ſhould ſhe be * not like others I'd rove, 
But contentedly-live with the beauty I love 
And, as Time rolls my moments of pleaſure away, 


This theme, my companions, ſhould finiſh my lay; 


O! may you, ye great folk, when wedlock's your lot, 
Deſerve ſuch a mate as the Maid of the Cot. Ts 
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THE MAID OF THE COT. _ 
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MANTLE OF SPRING. 


Burr Goddeſs! how pleaſing is all I ſurvey 
The works of thy fingers deal rapture fupreme ! 
The flocks, and the herds, at thy preſence, how gay ! 
The birds of the groves, and the fiſh'of the ſtream! 
Soſt murmurs that honey-bee, new from her cell, 
Round the thorn where a ſtore of rare beauty invite ; 
And ſee, mongſt the mole-hills which chequer the dell 
How ſhe kiſſes the cowſlip ſo ſweet and ſo bright. 


Go buſtle, AmB1T10N, thy pow'r ſtill increaſe, 

- Partake to the depth of ProsPtrrITY's diſh : 

I would not relinquiſh theſe pictures of peace, 524 
For the utmoſt extent of thy covetous wifhl AY 


How blithe ſings that ozel-cock, deep in the grove, 

Where Sor rp, ſhunning the footſteps of Ar, MN 
\ Hand-in-hand with Siu LI Ir ventures to rove, | 
_ __ Till the dew-drops of eve are the figns to depart! 
Forbear, cruel Fowler, ah! tread not too near, 

His motive for trilling ſo tuneful a ſong, _ 

Sure TEN DEAN ESS cannot but pleaſure to hear, &; 
*Tis to ſooth his kind mate as ſhe broods the day long. 


So toil, gloomy Av'z1ce, deceive to get more. | 
To be ſhut from the charms of the ozel-cock's lay, 
I would not, lean Mammon, for all thy bright tore, 
For the muſic of Na ruxx has nothing ſo gay. 


. 
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| MANTLE OF SPRING. © | k 


od bd kivre KP N, 8 
Cr ˙ wid the ant bend wings 75 
And the graſshopper, fill'd with thy ſpirit . 

Chirrups his tale, worth the car of a Ring: 
Ye groundlings, go ſmile at my paſtoral ways, 

White Iook on.the landſcape (how laß the chooght !) 
All tranquil, I warble my ſonnets of praſe 

To the Pow r who ſuch beauty ſuch wonders has wrought. 


5 


Go cenſure my * ye vain and ye proud : 3 
While taſteleſs you look on the Mantis of sr ue 

I ſhun all the ways of the peace- breaking crowd, N 
And revel in joys which 25 17782 a ting. 


Thus let me thro? life, n Tune 
To Aus irion and ſoul-tainting Av' nic unknown, | 
O Flora! enrapture the eye and the ear, 
Where tranquillity governs her children alone. 
The diſh of the Ruſtic, his bey'rage for me; 
I aſk not that Lux'zy ſhould fit at my board 
My friend and my book—from perplexitics free, 
And I'll mile at the greatneſs and pomp of a Lord, 


O ky ms (or ill nar th ls | 
The muſic of GzaTiTuDz conftantly fing 

To the Pow'r who can dreſs with ſuch wonders as theſe 

The brighteſt of garments—The ManTus of Sprinc. - 
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J.. me, Amilcar, if you can, 
conſtitutes the Gentleman? N ee en 
* name that often ſtrikes the ear, 25 PD Un won 
When Things, ſcarce worth a name, . appear ;. 
Is i it to dreſs the body gay, Be 
In all the faſhions of to-day? _ 
. To ſkip a ſmirking efſenc'd beau? 
x Tell me Amilcar, is 1 it —. No. 
Is it Se as- 3 F 
As that Gualpha“ found of yore, i | 
When on Potofi's+, buſhy fide, + +» 
14 Rica's treaſure he deſcry'd. 7 | 
Is it to own a land eftate ? | 
Or be related to the great? FE wo " nn JI 
Tell me, Amilcar, is it ſo? Hor DL SEE: | 
Hark. to the Sage” 8 anſwer—** No.“ oF 
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E it 8 blazon'd wat, 55 | 
= | Brought down from folks of antient note, 
Of whom the Heralds this report, 
1 hoy beat their foes at Agincourt ? 
; + Nams of the India who abend the mins on the Hil of 
Potoſi, in Peru. 

+ The vein was called La Reo the Rich ot of which wa 
open thin roſa ices of eg dl 
V Vide HzANANDEZ's Philoſophical Efays. 
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or is it to 5 bigh I place, 


A county Sheriff, or his Grace? 
ee or Common- Council Bean 97's 


y, good Amilcar; is it?“ No.” Ak fio7 


- Is ie with 6s 60 bels the rhe >" 72 
For Proweſs to be known to Fame? 

To wear the Garter and the Star? 

Or grace the Senate, or the ey” 

I it to be y'clep'd Eſquire? 

Or be Receiver for a Shire? 

Do theſe the fair pretenſion ſhow? . 

Tell me, Anglian do | (ey —* No.” By 


Is it to mount the fired with orice?” 
And be the leader of the hace? 
Pride of the turf, by Lords careſs'd, 
And on the horſe-courſe always beſt ? 

- To gain, by play, a greater lot, | 
Than Carliſle loſt ro General Scot? _ 
Is it the greateſt ſkill to o 


— 


U 


In throwing dice ?—you auſwer No.“ 


Is it the Mitre, and the Scarf? 
The Robe of Ermine, Martial's Staff? 
Chanc'lor's baubles, and his Mace; | 
Gold Stick in Waiting charming place! 
Is it to wear by Majeſty | 
The pendent George, or Treas'ry Key? 
Can theſe the gentle name beſtow ? 
BY ny till Amilca anſwers “ No,” 


bk 16 bs tus is 
Or ſpeak fallacious, or obſcene ? | 
To render all the good we can 
To our po fellow-creature, Man ? 
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| DEFINITION. OF A GENTLEMAN, 


; To honour God, to ſerve the State, -- 
To rev'rence all that's good and great? 

To ſyceour geience, Arts-reſtore.? 
Tell me, Amjlcar, WR ene?! — . 


Is it mmm 
2 Ie ' Too modeſt to obtrade her wein; 

Io bring the wretched to the light, 
And wipe off Slander's venom'd ſpite? 
DbDruoubeeding Envy to make known 
= Neglected Merit to the Throne; 

Till Plenty at her cheerful door 
. j“ STILL 'T1S MORE,”? 


3 To offer none unjuſt offence? 
5 To fide with helpleſs innocence? 
ES, With wealth and-pow'r (if- bleſs'd wich theſe} 
T0 right:the wrong'd of all degrees? 
Whatever Juſtice ſpurns to hate, wt 2 
F * _ And ſuch as heedleſydoamiſs? 
Pe brief Auilear, ig it Vos." 


So, Fop, purſue this little plan, 
And you become the GxzxnTLEMAn, 
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(Cons layghing Satire and my palette bring ; n 0 5 4 
Spread all the colours of the Pheaſant's wing ; Es 
Diſplay the canvas, place the pencils ner,, 
And I'Il deſcribe, with truth, —a noble Peer; 
His name, his title, ill befits my plan, 2 
- Who views my picture needs muſt know the man. 


Haſt thou not ſeen, ay Trav'ller, in thy round, 

A being rear d to tend upon the hound? _ 
A thing delighting in the Huntſman's noiſe, . , , 
The chum of ſcullions, and of ftable-boys? : 
Such is Groomillo—none can better ſhoot, _, 
Of dogs, of horſes, or of cocks diſpute; _ 
Can courſe a hare, purſue the fox, or doe, 3 
And holloa o'er the lawns—fevert Tally-ho! ONE a : > af 
None cheers the pack like him, nor wants he breath 3 
From quitting kennel, to the glorious death; e 
With mouth and fiſt he imitates the Horn, . 


Shrill runes the view, or ſtarting in the morn: 
The Turf-man's phraſe makes up his conſtant talk; My 
In drefs a Jockey, and a-like in walk. . 17 
A Lord is now a Farrier, on a pinch, | | or 


Nicks, crops, and docks, or now prepares a arench; 
At midnight revels, ever laſt in bed, _ e 


Can blaſt, e, and driak a dozen dead; ie 
Noiſy, 
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Or now the table where the hand of Fate, 
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Noiſy and poſitives inclin'd to firife, = 
And loves a Bull-bate as he loves his life ; 
Or, if-perchance an hunted Ox he ſpies, 
This is, to him, 4 gloria ſacriſce; 1294 


Rag, tag, and bob- tail, ſee his Lordſhip join, 


*Fore heav'n the ſport is excellent, divine? 
And now the Proteus Lord delights to hit 


Dein wild grimace, and brothel wit; 


A Spouter next he grins upon the boards, 

The Noble Scrubs much merriment affords ; 

So well he clinks the tankard to the ear, 
All clap, and cry—** what pig! he's a Feer;“ | 
Pity a ftar ſhould glitter on his breaſt, 
* Sock of W had become him — 


Bout modes of faith he never re his reſt, SEA 
Each mode's alike the ſubje& of his jeſt; 9 8 


If e'er he worſhips tis not to the ſkies, _ 
Cocks, and Race-horſes, are his deities; 


Or elſe the Box that holds the fatal bones, 


The ſource of Suicides, and parents groans, 


Soon robs the blockhead of his whole eſtate, 


And hurls him down the ſtream of time forlorn, - 
The ſport of Bailiffs, and the wiſe man's ſcorn; 


Too weak to reaſon, callous to conceive, 

Amidſt conviction, backward to believe; 

To quarrels prone, he enters firft the liſts, 
Deciding all things by mere dint of fiſts ; 

In Humphreys' ſchool he learn'd a fav” rite guard, 


Averts the blow, and throws his man a yard ; 
Well bon'd and finew'd tis by all confeſs'd, 
In each encounter, he comes off | the beft. Hy 


} 


2 His Lordſhip was EY for playing Scrub i in oy wa 8 Sanger | 
— in the Tankard Scene. 
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How faveet — icgs i 1 Er 5 


His lofty phaetons, and his fleeteſt nags l e 29d 
And then to ſee him hold the double teins, 5 3 &f 1 £04 53NA 


What grace / vie eee 5 a 


Not Sol himſelf in his quotidian way. bnd? 233, 728 219 }L 
Can guide, like him, the chariot of the days f bog noob oT 
Nor Jockey Azpzs01e*, like him,. can dai v,, ũ IH 
The wretch whoſe genius taught him to contrive, 

A pleaſing avhim,—T0 ROAST. A dae 
Go Rome, go Naples, poliſh'd Paris go, 1 N 
II yield mine ears, if you the like eme ze 09494 6357 tak 


Such the companions of this wond' rous Peer 


E'en Satire bluſhes as ſuch n come Bran, 


In many a ſhape bis Lordſhip! 8 1255 l is 4” way 
The art of Cookery t i is all his own; 1019 
Ye WaRcRAvx blades who know his honour þ-> I 
Does not his dumplings : all the reſt excel *H 
Nor this alone, my Lord, his friends. to ae 
Can, like a monkey, mount a pole with eaſe; 
Or, Sav'yard like, can dance a Ruſſian Bear. 
Or beat a ſalt- box in a country Fair; ON 
Now mount a ſtool and through the collar grin, 
To beat &'en Bucx#yorss}, or diſtorted Gwixt; 
And once, 10 kick up fun, our WarGrave ſprite, -, .:-- + 
Scar'd an op WOMAN tO eternal R 
What 64%, ye Gods, when our beft pleaſures _ 
| From ſuch a fimple, fuch., a | trifling thing? 3 ö 
Thus men of faſbion, to get rid of t time, W 
Surpaſs Loxoix vs in the true ſublime: 2 75 
Beſide, the maſter of ten thouſand art | -» * 


el 


None grac'd the Peerage with ſuch manly + Dey TRE 


* A being too contemptible for ſatire. 

+ His Lordſhip was famous for making dumplings with his own hands, 
t Twoattendants on the Turf remarkable for their uglineſs of countenance, 
4 Vide a abodwy and the Coffin Scene, &c. 
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Tbo' link'd in wedlock, ane the blade, 
Loves dear ſeduction, bard: eee 
Alike to him is every ſtate of liſe, Kin x3 65 0541.6; 
The maid, the'whdaw; or lv uphghbogr's wit; W 26.7 
| If for a gentle conduct ever kgowa, arid fi; H*111:6 460 2:4 
To dogs and horſes was the kindneſs ſhown ; ag! Ar irs. 3 
His ſellow- man bears nowhere vn record. 
One noble deed to dignify my Lord! - 
Except DZI“, bent to ſhrink his purſe, -—_ 
Or Bully Pasquin* riot's noify nurſe 3/7 
Let ſuch, with gratitude, inceſſant glow,. - 
| co ROI: _ ature 102 $07. Hin 
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© Will ke not wince, ens Beads, WW" TH 2 
O no, he'l firſt be poiſon'd with ſuch 2 ee 
Alike averſe to wiſdom as to care, Ss 3 
Who ſhews his follies muſt his malice bear ; | os 
The Sage's ſaws his Lordſhip till defies, 
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And ſpurns his leſſons as a feroll of lies; ; cr x 2 
Well, let him ſpurn, the Sage ſhall ſet him Kigh, 

1 A blazing Beacon to eternity; | | 
And headftrong-youth ſhall view his lack of x wit, 8 b 


n "eape the rocks 6n which my Lord muſt füt. 30 , - 
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Such is Groot to, you 'who like bis tha. | 
Traker the goon ns. 8 5 7 Gentleman. 5 . > 
Ye gay ones, Mena 4 the Torf cabaf, 
5 Wor wy Portrait like thi original? % 
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| Gua of Britain ſhield the Maſe, - 
While Wax and Famins fright the land; 
And Rumovs ſpreads her dreadful news L 
Of Cities ſack'd; of realms'unman'd'; 23 
O let me breathe the rural cel 
| Where blooms the Bee - frequented bine; 
And while for Tyrants millions bleed  - 
Let the * * Peace be mine.” 


— 
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From where the pallid + hs 
O'er the dying Auſtrian's woe; 
And the Rhine's enſanguin'd ſtreams Ne 
With ſadly mangled bodies flow, ANF 0 — 
Far let me from theſe terrors filr. 
I to battles ne er incline; 2 — 
Sweet pity taught my breaſt to ish, * Ls * 
And all the will to ſave be mine. | 
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/ From where the Satt,“ madly grim, . + 
Watch the laſt expiring breath; | ; 
And raiſe to murd'ring Mars the hymn as be: 
That ſanRiifies the deeds of death. | wn 
For ever let me live unſeen, | N 38 
Nor mix where men for blood combine; | 

Or Summer's day or Winter keen, 


0 let the friends of Peace be mine. 


* 


* Certain Prieſts of the God Mars recen ay hymns over thoſe 
flain in battle. | . 
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10 THE GENTUS OF BRITAIN, 


From where the cannon o'er the waves, 
To gratify deſpotic will, | 

But blaze to make of Freemen Slaves, 
And help the Bigot's hand to kill; 

O let me catch the fav ring gale, | 

And make the land and *ſcape the brine, 

And ſhelter'd in my native vale 

Sl let the Cherub hops be mine. 


From wha Fiends chat plague the world 
In deep debate for miſchief ſit; 

Like Terror with her flag unfurl'd, | 
Or black Revenge array'd like P—tt, — 

Pervading Spirit let me hide, 
And ſhould. I 'ſcape their dark deſign, 


Contentment ſhall my cruſt divide, 


ana AND. | 


And when ſweet Peace ſhall ſmile again | . 
To heal the wounds Ambition mad 5 


And from the Slaughter to the plain 


The Ruſtic turns the needful ſpade; 
All grateful at the welcome change 

The Muſe ſhall raiſe the jocund glee, 
And morn and eve with Freedom range, 
And many a wreath entwine for thee! 


— 
3 8 
* — _ * 


THE 


HAUNTS OF MY YOUTH. 


— 


Ha HaLLine, kind 2 of my youth, 
Where Peace ever taught me to ſmile ; 
Where I learn'd from the volumes of Truth 


* 


All the terrors that wait * guile ; 


2A 


28 
THE HAUNTS or MY YOUTH, 
How oft by thy Medway's green fide _ 


Have I wander'd the ſummer-day long 2 
Or ſat by the flag fringed tide 


To mimic the Reed-ſparrow's ſong. 


How oft by thine Ivy-clad walls, 


Where erſt the ſad curfew has knoll'd, 
Where till are the mould'ring ftalls - _ 
Poſſeſs'd by Paulinus of old, 
Have I fat, from each veſtige to draw, 
With the reſt of the Juvenile throng, 
Or faſhion'd the pale oaten ſtraw. - 
Io echo the Reed-ſparrow's ſong ? 


Ah! theſe were true moments of bliſs, _ 


I ſigh while I think how they re flown ; 


True friendſhip oft printed her kiſs, 


And my conduct was envy*d by none; 
To thy brook, rural SxoDLAND, I'd ſtray, 

And ne er thought the day was too long, 
If my fellows would join in the play, | 

Or the Reed-ſparrow warble his ſong. - 


No proſpect of future I fear'd, 7 
So gameſome, I'd often engage 

To pluck hoary Care by the beard, 
Or wrinkle my brow at the Sage; 

Twas innocent mirth, and no more, 


ST 


My heart would not do the leaſt wrong; 


Alas! the dear moments are oer, 


When I danc'd to the Reed-ſparrow's ſong. 


The fiend that works Merit diſgrace, 

As yet had not taught me to ſmart, 
Unperceiv'd was the maſk on her face, 
And the ulcer that cover d her heart; 

H 2 


% 


I chac'd 


| I chae'd the gay iy ofer the lea, 


Yet the haunts of my youth let me ſhare 


THE HAUNTS/OF MY YOUTH. bY 


While the graſshopper chi d eng: 8 


„„ 


Than my pipe to the Reed- -{parrow's ſong. 


Adieu! playful moments aden 
If I could I'd thoſe moments renew, - 
For ſure they re the beſt to be known: 
In their ſtead comes the peace · breaker Care, 
With wants and ſharp ills in a throng; 


While the Reed-ſparrow warbles his ſong. 


ROBINNETT. 


is 3 Oak bad don'd his ſummer coat, 


won I A* 
That never caſts his old aſloat 10, ä 
Till time preſents a new ; | 
Full ample ſpread the woodland ſhade, * 
Gay bloſſoms grac'd the grove, 
When Collin laid aſide his ſpade 
With: ener to rove. 


Strait as a poplar plant Was 1 | 
| The toaſt of all the Vale, 
The Lad, none better form'd to fee, '- 
None told a ſofter tale; 
Within the covert's deep receſs, - 
Where guilt has ſeldom preſs'd. _ 


— - F ; : - 
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27 - 7 7 ROBINNETT,: :/ 
Hear'ſ thou, dear Maid, the Nightin gle an 


22 ; 
Ho ſweet papa row va} 5 
For what is all this tuneful tale? "ne Fog 
Tis for his True Loye's ſake, SYDTAE 1A 


8o RoninnzTT when thou art ming _ | 
IU charm thy ſummer dag 2 
Each ſeaſon toil when I am thi ne 
To make thee kind and . Ln Tone tel nid. 
5. NA 0 ph ; 
Vida thov-rhins fred, dine har tat 
For what are theſe apart: po | 
The love s not wofth-a ſigh to nur * = 
That flows not from the heart— f T i 
She bluſh'd and gave her heart away, t 
Love ſmil'd the ſcene to view, b nr ? 
n e eg CBE 2 N 


WW 
The village bells ſoon told rhe ch. | ea 
All gay the laſſes ſped - Cy 128 3 57 128441 
To crop the bloom that deck'd whe Vat, 100 ar 20½ 


To ſtrew the bridal bed iT 55ai2? 
Now round the cruel maids relent, | 
Forego each-prudiſh pt 
Approve their ſwains and yield conſent 20 * 
To wed eee 5 * 


3 THE. "I 
LANGUAGE or LOVE. 


os 6 her mantle, the buds on the trees 
How they open their bloom to be kiſs'd'by the Bees ? 

The ſtreams gay reflect all the tints in che -/ Z J 
ane hark! how they prattle en, «753 ee 
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84 THE LANGUAGE or LOVE, 
Why murmurs the Bee juſt relieved from her cell? | 
Why warbles the Wren on the thorn in the dell? 

Why thus ſings the Lark to the regions above? 
All nature Rr AE: tis wo Wits ip . 


Ah, would it were es e e 
Dull to me the ſtream flows,” and —— Inn, 2 
No pleaſure I find in the Wren in the dell, | 
And that Lark, could I reach him, I'd puniſh ful well: 
Why thus out of humour? need may ſay). 
J The girl of my boſom ſtill loiters away; 
[- By this, ſhe has promis'd her hand to the grove, K* 
Sf OE rn A AUO JE = 


The roſe, I in 8510 ſo often GS; 

Looks dull on the buſh, has no charms for my breaſt, 
The bloom of yon Pippin ſeems ſcented amiſs, 

And thoſe King-cups how awkward the Butter-flies kiſs ? 
No whiteneſs thoſs lillies afford to my eye, 
They re the colour of Jealouſy, let me paſs by: 

Not an object in Nature to pleaſure can move, 
e eee Hci * 


But hark! the Maid's coming, he 1e . ile 

Like a Doe that has fled from the hunters awhile ; 
Sing on pretty Lark, now thou'rt pleaſant to me, 

All Nature's more charming, more ſweet hums the Bee, 

The Wren, to ſalute her, has quitted the dell, 

And Tray wags his tail, for he knows her full well : 

Thrice welcome, dear Maid, as the Sun from above, 

7 EI Love, 5 


See 6 hill, to the Prieſt we'll repair, 
The grove ſhall delight, when we've moments to ſpare, 
Boehold the ring ready, and when thou'rt my bride, 
ele flocks ſhall be tine, and the paſtures beſde. 
"2: S477 | \ | | | By 


. * 
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THE LANGUAGE or LOVE, | 
By the leſſons of Reaſon we'll ſtudy to live, 
And delight in the raptures that Virtue can give, 
From examples like thine, ſhall the village improve, 
And all welcome ſpring with the Language of Love. 


THE DEMOCRAT. a 
« ee is 3 is F neceſſary. tinge 


Drvocuartc Cauzn, 


F four pine wit ew pn terditng eye u ua | 
Where ſimplicity faſhions a path for the clown, 
7 That my frame might be languid no more | 
I retir'd, and was bleſt with a pleaſant retreat, # 
Where health and conveniency conſtantly meet 

* In the vine that encircles my door, 


Wide ſpreads the green mantle with Jeſſamine gay, 
A charming alcove at the heat of mid-day, . _ 
: While blithe fings the robin and more, 
Love brilliants his eye, rapture heaves his kind breaſt 
As he ſings to his mate, who broods ſtill on the neſt, 
| 'In the vine that encircles my door. = 


— »— — AM 
_— — Boo — 
- 


- 


My derte are the faireſt kind Reaſon his 3 

And the page of Philoſophy brightens the thought 
Superſtition had clouded before; | 

With the day-ſtar I riſe from a conjugal bed, 

And read till my dame has the clean table ſpread 
In the vine that encireles my door, 
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£6 kt DEMOCRAT.” | 


" When the newſman arrives, attentive; alone. 
I examine maukind from the cot to the throne, — 
N ee eee 3 de 
If Liberty conquers my ſpirits are ga, 
| RIDE IEP dancing and ſinging huzza 
| — F 


Sbe's the Queen I adore and the end of my wih, 
The ſweet drop of comfort in life's chequer'd dim, 
| May ber banners be ſpread. the world oer; 
May veighty taxation with ty rants expire, | 
And I ſee their ſcrols of preſumption on fire 
; Bhi the vine that encircles my door. 2 


In the Church may a bleſt as begin, 
Not ene have tha calf, and the other the fin; 
eh. Partial laws vex the people no more: 
May Equality, Plenty, and Peace, bleſs the land, 
For which 1'11 contribute my heart and my hand 

From the vine that * my —_ 


28 A 34.4 a 


THE. ARISTOCRAT:. 
Go Whatever i is neceſſary i fs juſt.” 


AXISTOCAATIC Cares. L 
p 4 | 17 


; | „ . 
e- * * 4 ” : . ow» * . * 2 


>, 2 - I * 
* | * 4 Ws - * * — — * 7 * . — 
b # : 


I u a prince of - high breeding FO: moms of old, 
Eſtates I have many and mountains of gold? 

To my feet bow the people, and call me * your Grace,” 
- While they faint with taxation to keep me in place ; 
For this I deſpiſe them as dirt under feet, * 
Still urge them to labour and ſcarce let them eat; | 
Should they dare to enquire what my pride would be at, 


I have chains for their ION the Ariſtocrat. | 
ee | , Could 


| 3 f rr 


Tus ARISTOCRAT: 


The peaſants I'd ſell, with the ſtock on the ſamm 


All learning deny them, & en paper and ink4,vä UH 
Even ſhackle their limbs for preſuming to think. 
At this; ſhould they murmur, theſe dull ſtupid logs, 
I'd call it rebellion, and hang them like dogs: 


Should Virtue, Humanity, cenſure for that, 2 


What are Virtues to me?—I'm an Ariſtocrat. 


Id faddle the backs of theſe ſpirits nertaeb'd; 
And bridle their mouths, for the poor ſhould be curb'd; 
.- Nay, ſhould they but frown, or preſume to TOS (7 
| In ſpur them like aſſes, to move in a mill ; 
Indulgence but ſharpens their ſenſes to ſee 
And to think on Equality —horrid to me; 
The dog of his maſter, as well may claim that; 
As the people to rank with the Ariſtocrat, 


Non-refiſtance and paſſive-obedience I teach; 
And pay with revenge, when I cannot beſeech ; 
Talk much about rank, to humility by, 
On the high ſtilts of pride lift my head to the KF. 
This theſis promulge to improve my deſign; 
The people are ſwine, and the nobles divine; 
And ſhould they but dare to diſpute about that, 

I can ſhew my revenge like an Ae, 


”s 
Fad 


f ſtrongly ſupport the influence of kings; 


Call them gods upon earth, tho? the ſimpleſt of my 
. ' Anointed by heav'n, I make it appear, 


They ought to be worſhip'd with fervour fincere ; 


And the ſubject who yields not with this to be hs 


Is a democrat vile, and ought to be d— d; 
And this at all times is the game to be at, 
The only true creed of the Ariſtocrat, 
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38 5 -THE ARIS rot. 
May the people, oppreſs'd by ſuch monſters as theſe, . 

Like ſxilful phyficians, attack the diſeaſe;; 7." % ha 

Probe, plaſter, and cut from the politic frame, - _—- 
Till no taint os infection be left to enflame; 

With concord may liberty plant her bleſt tree, 

And Britons for ever be happy and free: 

May they always diſcern, what the Peers would beat, 

And ne'er feel the rod of the Ariſtocrat. 
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5 = thundering Jovx, to divert the young Hou ks, 
Left his termagant ſpouſe and Olympian bow'rs 
8 558 For an iſle once by freedom admir'd : 
O'er the oak-cover'd hills as the deity trod, 
Effulgence divine ſo betoken'd the godjz 
Rus ricirr bow'd and retired, 
Undiſtinguiſh'd he found it were beft to abide, 
Jo that end laid his ſky-colour'd mantle afide 
Ee For the ſhepherd's plain habit and mein; 
To a jeſſamine cottage for ſhelter he flew, | 
There begg'd a retreat from the ſwift riſing dew, 
And n that ſtole on n the ſcene, 


"Twas the . of Pe ACE, and ſhe anerd the bes | 
With the beſt of ripe viands InpusTzy had ftor'd, | 
| SINCERITY bade him draw near, 
From the "PD of Hye z14'freſh waters were brought, 
Full ſweet as her lips, and as pure as her thought, 
And the god gayly drank of the cheer, 


Taough : 


THE BIKTH OF CONTENT. — 69 


Though fimple the fare, i it was ſeaſon'd by mirth, 
Not he who with Couvs fell Cincz gave birth, 
But Ixxoczxes lip'd from the ſky ;- 

Roſſy TzMPERANCE' came with a ſmile to invite, 

And true Fx1znDsnty, a flame, that for ever burns bright, 
Enraptur d the deity's eye. 

As Pzacr gave him welcome unequaPd above, 

The god felt a dart from the quiver of Loves, 
And ſang as her boſom he preſs d; 

Go Envr, go Maric, forget to malign, wel 7 5h! 

Soon the bud of his flame was an ofipring divink; ae 
And the fairy SML Ie vr dreſs d. 


Quickly, hence (cry the god) let the cherub be ſent 
NongI the children of earth, and be called Cox rz Nr, 
7 Who careſs her, ſhall ſorrow no more. 7 
Without her, i in vain ſhall be medical aid, e © RY | 4 
And the bloom on the cheek of the beauty ſhall fade, NT = 
And the wealthy be wretched and poor. op 4 


Cox rx and ſweet PxA ex, at the riſing of day, 3 
Jovz's fiat obey'd, and flew ſmiling away, 
Till weary they loiter to reſt; | 
Where think ye, ye ſhepherds, the twain have their throne, 
Ye gods, with what rapture, the truth I muſt own, 
+ Their Manfion's my PRIIIVIEE's breaft, 
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Far iſland, thine equal, ſay, Where is it found 2 : 
Here Faizxoszir and Pl ENT invite, 
Here Loys and the Graces, dance conſtantly round, 
And the Puzas vRxs ſweet garlands unite; 
So health breaking traffic, I quit you awhile, .. 
For treaſures more laſting, which never beguile; 
Here Pran ſoftly fans her bright wings over me, 
As I muſe in Manner 's Cot by the Sea. 


22 "+ 


Hence ye Fops me al the pleaſures of —4 
Where Faſhion directs idly run, | 

In raptures to Chloe ſtill kneel and profeſs | r= 
What you never intend ſhall be done; j 


| : Such Butterfly-bliſs cannot rob me of eaſe, 


I ſeek not ſuch pleaſures, but pleaſures like theſe— 

While nature unfolds all her beauties to me, 

To muſe in HumLiTY! 0 Cot Oy the Sea. i 

Let hs Lord | bribe his: tenants, „ ien dees, to vote, 
Let him ſwear in all things to be true; 

Yes, let him ſucceed, and ftill alter his note, 
As lordlings are oft known to do ; ; ada 

I'll envy him not in his Parliament ſeat, | 4 

My wiſh fertile Vz=cTa ſhall till be compleat ; : 

While Health ſpreads her mantle, and Peace keeps the key, 

To muſe i in HomLITY' s Cot by the Sea. 


Written in the Fiſherman's Hut, Dun-noſe, Iſle of Wight, 1794- 
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TIE trembling twilight lingering hung bY 


almoſt inſtantly * f 
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: HUMILITY'S” cor BY THE SEA, | Ee: bi 

Lat the cee met neee 
In the chace none of ſpirits ſo free; A i | 
Let im bout of alliance o titles and worth, Fes, 


Such ae to him may much rapture afford, 


Well, let i it, I I'll follow nor ſuch, nor my Lord; TY * 
But O SHANEIIN S thy ſhores and each Rock 1 
Or ſtill W e e af erke s TN e 


Let Priefts preſs'ths miedy; Charch-yths 40 obtain 

Let them ſcorn to live up to their ore; [2:4 

Le chem frown onthe wreck wo preſumes to ampli 
And reſolve to oppreſs him the more; + + +7 - / 

Go Fops, Lords, and Pres len xi rate. 

I ſhall figh for the poor, and ſtill frown upon ys 

And wiſh the fad realm from ſuch ills may be Ie. 

As I muſe 1 in n Ya: _ the 8 viel edt 
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_— or NEWPORT.” 


O'er the ſlowly riſing Weſtern main; 
And the grey-duck taught her new-fledg'd young 1 
The wing to dry and ſhelter nig. | 
Till morning light—diſpell'd the night, | 
And call'd 1 to the —— | 


ds 
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* The Fer a of a tema, at N he was to have been 
married to Captain Worlley, of the Panther privateer, upon his return from 
a cruiſe, in an action in the Channel, the Captain unfortunately fell in the 
moment of victory; upon the ſhip's return, with her crippled capture, this 
Lady was on a viſit at Chale, and —_ hearing the —_ an _ CW : 
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62 Ax or Nrw ron r. 
When on the beach, beneath the rocks of Chale, 

Sweet Ann of Newport penſive ſtood, reclin'd; | 


And as her eye bebeld-a diſtant fail. ME; 
CERA Rent and thu addreſs the winds 


* Ariſe, ye e Ailpetſe the gloom,” 

And bid the moon her filver beams diſplay ; 

For William ſteer'd his courſe this morn from home, 

Io fight the foe—and this I'd know, 

| If yon tall ſajil—that- courts the gale, 

Returns the Bark that bore my love away.” 
Up mount the winds, the moon ſpreads round her beams ; 

Yon veſſel, by its lofty ſtern, Tknow; ;, | 
Another comes, and all diſmantled-ſeems ; 
And William's veſſel has the Bark in tow.” 


- 


The buſy winds fill all the fpreading fails, - 
Phe Needles-Beacon blaz'd a certain guide; 
And now the'ſhip, the gentle Anna hails, 

Go tell (ſhe cry'd) - my country's pride, 
My William dear—his Anna 's near. 
Her tuneful voice the wounded Boatſwain knew, 
Nor yet reply'd, but as the anchor fell, 
Beckon'd a youth who fought by William true, 
And bade him all the dreadful ſtory tell. 


* O Anna, kindeſt maĩd of f Vecta's train, 
* Sadly I figh the direful tale to tell: 
A fturdy Frenchman met us on the main, 
All day we fought—and wondefs wrought ; 
At length prevail—capture the ſail, 
But thine own love, the gallant William, fell. 
+ The Light-houſe above the Needle Rocks, 
2 The lde of Wight, ſo called by the Romans. 


Swift 


* 


Swift from the deck a mourmful murmur roſe, 
For valiant William was belov'd by all; 
And now the ſhip-bell knoll'd the veſſel's woes, 
The captur'd foe repeats the ſolemn call. 


Pale as the lilly over-charg'd with de, 


She hung her head, the dreadful tale to know, 


How hard to loſe her love ſo brave, ſo true? F 
Her ſoul oppreſs'd-—ſhe.beat her breaſt, 
| The boſom's ſtorm her eyes deform, -. 
And not one ſoft relieying tear could flow. ,,. .. 
The bird that's ſhot in air ne'er dropt ſo ſwift 3 | 
The pitying.crew beheld Adieu ſhe cry d. 
To help the maid they launch the ready ſkift, 


But Ann, of Newport, -heay'd a ſigh and died. 


ANN OF NEWPORT: 15 t 1 4 
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DAISES 


THAT 


SPRINKLE HER GRAVE. 


4% y HEN all huſh'd is the buſtle of day, 
And TumMvuLT 's bereft of her breath; 

I can ſeldom a moment delay, 

But glide to the garden of death; 

To the ſpot where EL IZA muſt ſleep; 
Like the Hermit at eve to his cave 

I bend, but to ſigh, and to weep, 
To the daiſies that ſprinkle her grave. 


Should the Moon thro' the parting cloud gleam, 


I turn to the Orb, and I cry 
Her breaſt was as pure as your beam, 
Her temper ſerene as your ſky ; 


c 


4 [71 11 1 SPRINKLE vin Gravis 


As a lover I'm fond of the train; 
: The theme pute affeRtion may crave ; 
And I whiſper it over again, l. 

To the daiſies that ſprinkle het grave. 


| Shoukd Püiismet ak the beet bine; 
I firig to ihe minſtrel of night; 
Gay warbler, her ſong was like thine; bs 0 1 
᷑̃ʒbe nightingale hears me complain: 
Bur ſooths not my forrowful , 
7.8 hg I murmur it over again, e 
5 — 20-38 


3 As glance tothe tombs of the great; 
Of . I'm quick de: 
Such gentleneſs cover'd her breaſt. 
Her hand ftill was held to relieve, 
Wöbere affliction was ready to crave; 
And it ſooths me, the moments I grieve 
To the daifies that ſprinkle . grave. 


Still J run oer ae n of her youth; 
All her virtues ſtill ruſh on my mind; 
Her tongue was the fountain of truth, 
And ſhe never at fortune repin d. ' 
As I turn from à duty like this, 8 
(Let the tongues of 1 impertinence rave) 
I print the affectionate kiſs” 
On the — ſprinkle her grave. FO 
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ADDRESS, TO THE SUN. 
10 Soul of Ares worlds, in whom beſt ſeen | 
bs 8 — e 


Ar LTONs 
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f F ROM Thanet's ſitver elifts, one morn in June, 
Juſt when the Lark began his earlieſt tune, 3 
A Sylvan blithe, who ſhuns the midnight ſchook, A 
The city's buftle and the pomp of fools 
The potent bowl that makes the fever'd head, 
And binds the noon-day fluggard to his bed; 
Who loves plain Nature, fimple as ſhe ſeems, 
Far before faſhion and her wide extremes, 
Unwrung by care, at this ſtill hour ſurvey'd 
The wond'rous beauties Nature's felf had made ; 
The while the minutes led the rifing beam, 
With ſoul enrapt, in extacy-ſupreme, 
Ere yet the rays above the flood appear, 
Thus ſang, what virtue may not tire to hear. - 


Let all beneath this hemiſphere, 
Wich eye to ſee, with ear to hear, 
Be ſtill as is the evening's cloſe, 
When Zephyrs tire to kits the roſe, 
Be ſtill as is the grey-ey'd morn, 
When dew-drops fleep upon the thorn, 
Or the clear lake at ſultry noon, 
When not a bird effays a tune: 
For lo! the genial power is near 
That makes the day, and decks the year, 


WE Ye 
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Ve ſtreams that over pebbles flow, 
And ye tall trees that bloom below; 
Ye reets ſoft whiſp'ring by the rill, 
All for a little ſpace be ſtill; | 
Ye wanton breezes juſt awake, 
Be dormant in the thickeſt brake, 
5 Or hollow of ſome tide-worn clift, 
25 Where broods the curlew and the ſwift; 
And hark i how quiet Nature lies! 8 
Not &en a whiſper ſeems to riſe. ; 


Now his emergent charms unfold 

A ſcene moſt like to liquid gold; 

* When in the fire by chemic art 

"Tis freed of every adverſe part: 

How ſweet his beams bring up the day! 
How peaceful on the waters play ! 

The ſummit of this hill, how bright! -—- 
I'm raviſh'd with the new-born fight ; 
Break, break ! the univerſal pauſe, _ 

All yield him rapture and applauſe. 


Ve happy commoners who rove 
By ftreamlet's fide, in lawn or grove; 
And you who love the marſh or fen, 
The wild thyme clift, or clover glen, 
All from your ſeats in orchards, bowers, 
Deck'd with ten thouſand buds and flow'rs, 
Stretch wide your downy throats and raiſe 
The ſweeteſt concert to his praiſe ; 
For to his kindneſs more you owe, 
Than I can name, or you can know, _ 


And thou, ſweet minſtrel of the morn, 

Surpaſling all that perch the thorn, 

Or to the ſea-lav'd rocks belong, | 
For melody and length of ſong ; | Swift 
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ADDRESS ro THE SUN. 


Swift from the wheat-clad field ariſe, 
And greet the glory of the ſkies: 
Trill! louder trill, as you aſcend - 

To meet your comforter and friend; 

Than thou wert won't, ah! higher fly, | 
Exult, and longer keep the ky, 


Ye num'rous train of Wendt flow'rs 
Surcharged by the midnight ſhow'rs, 
Diſplay your gold and ſilver cells © 
Where dimpled-viſag'd pleafure dwells; 
From whoſe chaſte and balmy lips, 

The wand'ring bee her honey ſips; 

O lift your little heads, and raiſe ' 

A ftream of odours to his praiſe!” 

For 'twas his kindly foſt'ring ray, 

That made you charming, 3 and bey. bi 


Ye 1 d oaks, my eule; 5 boa, 
Guard of our ſea-encircled coaſt ; 

And ye tall elms that tow'r on d. 
Seeming to pierce the diſtant ſky ; 
Beach-tree and yew beſide the church, 
The nut-brown hazel and the birch; 

Ye blooming trees that ſcent the air, 
The golden pippin, bluſhing pear, 

And all that crown the tufted knoll, 


Yield him your praiſc—the world's great foul! 


-_ 


Come echo! who delights to dwell 
Where the calm hermit makes his cell; 
Or where the glow-worm's feeble ſpark 
Peeps faintly thro” the diſmal dark; 
Come from your cave, ſo loan, ſo drear, 


Ten thouſand grateful ſongs to hear 
K 2 
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O quickly come! with theſe rejoice, - . 
Gaily reſpond each chearful voice, 
Reſpond the brown wren's tuneful lay, | 
To * his NE W 


ve ſer'r ring clouds thae . the gloom 

That cover'd night's ungenial womb, 

Fly, ſwifter fly his glowing face, f 

Nor hide the leaſt ztherial ſpace; 

Ve cataracts that foam and roar 

From rock to rock, from ſhore to ſhore, 

And you the ſwelling tide below, . 
Still conſtant in your ebb and flow, we 
Blend as you rife your murmuring voice, 
And with the ſprings and ftreams Aan 


ve „ that round me graze, 
Lift up your heads with grateful gaze, 
For when beſpread.with numbing ſnow, 
| Your new-yean'd lambs crept chill and . 

He, with his ever-chearing ray, 

Soon ſooth'd their woes, and made them *. 
'Temper'd the boſom of the mead, 
And gave them ſtore of clover feed: 
For this before his ſpreading blaze, | 
With one accord-bleat | bleat his praiſe! Rs, 


Ve luſty beeves that grate our land 
From Orkney to the Southern ſtrand; 
From Mona, where fair plenty ſmiles, 
Thro' Cambria to the Scilly: Iſles ; _ 
Ye luſty tenants of our fertile ſhore, 
All hail him with majeſtic roar! 
Let all that's finite, for all ſuch 
Cheer at his life-inſpiring touch, 
Send forth in form, however rude, | 
Some fign of lovely gratitude. "Tis 
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'Tis done ! tis done! and all around. 
Love, Gratitude, and Joy abound: _ | 
Hark ! from ten thoufand tuneful throats, 

How blithe the breeze bears up their . 

Riſe from your lair, foul fluggard riſe, 

And look upon the azure ſkies; 

Here lend thine ear and feel with me 

The pow'r of the Divinity: 

Then ſhall you ſigh and much lament 

For early prime ſo idly'ſpent. 


Come hither if your revel's done, 

And look upon the rifing ſun, 

You whoſe delight is to eddie; 5 

Upon the laps of vice and wine, 

Who ſeldom view a ray of light, | 

Except the torches of the night. 

Yet ſtay you with your ſtupid mien. 

You. are not fit for ſuch a ſcene; _ | 
Your thoughts (if thought you have) are rude, © > 
Unmeet to mix with Gratitude. 


Sons of the nymph Sobriety, = 
Come and ſurmount the hill with. me; 
With lip unſully d, freſh and gay, 

To meet the Sun's returning ray; 

Mount the rapt ſoul, in ſongs rejoice, 

: Man, above all, ſhould raiſe the voice; 
Not Pagan like, to Sol alone, 

But to the high eternal Throne, 

Where ſits the only Pow'r Divine, 
Who made the Sun, and bade him ſhine. 
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FALL, OF. THE LEAF. 


n 4 MONODY. 
"4; 


OCCASIONED BY Irs. PREMATURE DEATH or 


| | Mas. ELIZABETH COOPER, 
OCT OBER 22d, 1796. 


<& She never told her grief, but like a new blown roſe ſurcharged with 
« The Summer rain, reclined her beauteous head 3 in tears; | 

© A cankering ſadneſs chill'd her gentle breaſt, 

Nor could affection or maternal love invite to live, IA. 

2 ee 


' Sexxs.—EVENING, ON THE SEA SHORE. 


An, where are thoſe.comforts I'promis'd my age? 
xe the ſun-beams of April they're flown ; 
How little of Life now remains to engage? 
Scarce a bliſs I may reckon my own : 
Bright ſhade of that being my ſoul held ſo dear, 
In this ſolitude bend to my grief, 
"Tis for thee I lament with the figh and the tear. 
For thou'rt gone With the Fart or Tyr Lear. 


\ 
— 


Ye Tempeſts dark gathering, ye wake not my fears, 
Bs Loudly bluſter ye Gales up the Deep, 
Deſcend ye black trav lers, ſpread round your big . 

In concert till midnight we'll weep : 

Ye ſulph'rous ſtores dart your flame from the cloud, 
Your Thunders to me are too brief, 

This evening to Sorrow in ſecret I've vow'd, 
Midſt thy fires and the FALL or TRI Leap, 


Now 


iz 
THE PALL or THE LEAF. „ 


Now the blaſt bellows up from the ſurge-beaten ſhore, 
As ſad eve hangs the curtains of Night 
The ſick Autumn bends downward to mingle the roar, 
Aud the Herdſmen are fled with affright, 
Like a Giant remorſeleſs the winds tear their prey, 
The ſea-bird flits ſcreaming her grief, 
All Nature in terror accords with my lay, * 
And laments in the FALL or THE Lear. 


How the Equinox curls up the foam to the ſæ̃y, 
And the Mariner mounts on the wave? 
O ye Fiends of the Tempeſt, ruſh harmleſsly by, 
Leſt he meet with a watery grave, 
Safe let him regain Hoſpitality's board, 
And the parents who claim bim with grief, 
And their hearts ſhall be glad, and the veſſel be moor'd 
While the gale waits the FALL or THE LEAr. 


As for | *Y I'd a Lily, the pride of the Spring, 
How painful the tale to relate ? 
A dart from the arm of the terrible king 
Has laviſhed her beauties on F ate, 
| Beloved for her mildneſs, ſeraphic her ſong, 
With a Soul ever bent on relief; | We. 
Ah! could ſhe ſtill warble to pleaſure the throng, 
But ſhe's gone with the FALL oF ru Laar. 


All cloſed are theſe eyes which unrivall'd could beam, 
3 As her hand dealt a bounty to Woe; 
Thoſe Fountains of Pity, ſo much in eſteem 

With the objects who taught them to flow, 

That tongue too is filent that ſcarce ſpoke amiſs, 
That was firſt to ameliorate grief, 

And thoſe lips which a Seraph in friendſhip might kiſs, 
Are all cold in the FaLL or TRE Lear, 


EL1za 
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And at morn and at eve, I will call on thy name, 


EI Iz A was charming, and conſtantly gay | : Keke rer 
As the bird that re-viſits our clime, 


And her cheek the ſweet Pink in it's prime; 
But the hand of Affliction ſoon mantled her face, 4 
And her eye told the progteſs of Grief; 
Ah! had it been mine, thus to pine in her place, 
| She had ſmiled in the FA LL or THE LEAT. 


One germe from my Lity is left to invite; | 
© Where the winds of diſaſter deform, | 


. May the ſpirits of Peace, who in mercies delight, 


Still ſhelter her head from the ſtorm 
Be her mind like her Parent's, more happy her _" | 
May no time cloud her beauty with Grief, 
But the Loves and the Graces inceſſantly wait 
"Til prey age 5 ay FALL or THz Lear, 


Bright Spirit, adieu, if tis Virtue s to ifs; 2 
Thy reward ſhall be rapture immenſe, 


For that worth upon earth muſt be dear to the ſkies 


That never gave mortal offence; 


In my moments of quiet, thy delicate frame 


In ſoft fancy ſhall temper my grief, 


— 


Till I drop like the FaLL or Tux Lear 


As the blaſt bends the Oak, ſo ſhall Time bend down Man, 


All his beauties as ſurely diſrobe, 


And who ſhall encounter ſo fatal a plan? 


Not e en Tyrants who govern the globe; 
Be mine reſignation to bow at the will 
Of him who blends Hope with our Grief, 


As I've ſhar'd of the ſweets, let me bear with the iu, 


Till I fink with the FALL OF THE Lear. 
| | WHAT 


” k - 7 
« . ” F 


een e TARW | . 


WHAT "I NONSENCE? 1247 
3 „one — 9 311 x - FE Sr i 


Ec aſk 1 Ile ir. Nenſence#” There” 8 nothing lo play, . 

The high Courts of Sciences Nonſenſe maintain; 

They tell us in Exnics there 's ſovereign good, 

And that Loc1c brings VERI T x out of the wood; 

| Perpetual motion Mzcyanics make known... 
- While CHEMISTRY hooks her eng” Ba "ig; 


When Tn eoLos v tells us the ie eni ti 

In one only Faith, and the Faith only right > 
When His rox calls you to look on her acts, 
Proteſting her Records are nothing but facts; 

Above all the reſt, to ſurprize us the moſt, - 
Hear Law in her TR of n boaſt. 


eee . 


Bad governments lation d to keep Fools i in awe, 
Will tell you their ſyſtems are pure without flaw ; :; 


I ̃0o ſay that in Conqueſts no int ' reſt is meant, 


That Nature for Man has eternal content; 

That Mapei a ſure art of healing may fit, 

And that bold Navigation the Longitudes hit. 
5 This is Nonſenſe, 


* - — — — — 


When grave Marnzuartces with ParTLAs's air, 
Attempts to inſtruct us true circles to ſquare; N 
That a ftrait line and curve the ſame figure provides, 
And talks of diagonals loſing their ſides; 
That two diſtinct numbers are one and the ſame, 
I ſay when to theſe ſhe aſcribes her long name, 

This is Nonſenſe. 


MS WHAT Is NONSENSZ. 


| When folemn Dtyvfxirv, let me beware, Pn. 
| And touch on this Theſis with delicate care; | 


I ſay, when the Prieſt to perfection exhorts, 


Says impurities never once enter d his thoughts; 


That the ſtream of authority knows but one ſpring, 


And au found WW W and the King. © 


8 een 1 
To war without money, to fiſh inte bait, 
To caſh without credit or landed eſtate; 
By merit to riſe to preferment and place, 


By fincerity pick up a loan from his Grace; 


2 Since Nonſenſe is cheriſh'd by mol Jearned folk; 
To Nonſenſe we'll bow, and with glee wear her yoke; 


I fay, while all theſe are laid down for ſure rules, 
7p. Tong rs Wau | 


Nate is ee * 


Kincs, Patuczs, and PxELATEs, in Nonſenſe delight, 
And I, without drinking, much Nonſenſe ſhall write; 


Trlben here goes to Phillis—the Toaſt brothers join, 
For what's all the world winhour' woman and wine? | 


© Bux vile gs. | 


OS I LOR r 


TO THE SLU — 6H 2 


— — 


Sixrr, ſleep, thou fluggard, fear to riſe, 
Not made for thee are morning ſkies; 
Thy midnight cup and aching head 
Still bids thee hug thy drowſy bed: 

But leave the morning beams for me. 
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| You alſo breathe, but not ſo pure; 
I, the ſweets of every hill, 


6 Enjoy the bliſs, if bliſs to thee, 


But leave the morning beams for me. : 


"Tis then I hear the ſcy- lark ade 5: | 


You alſo hear your London cries; | 
Ze ſuch thy lot, the while I rove 


To hear the muſic of the grove: E 


Enjoy the bliſs, if bliſs to thee, 


But leave the morning beams for me, 


Tis then I catch the dappled trout; | 


You alſo catch—but catch the gout ; 
Whilſt free from pain my limbs I uſe, 


And led by Pleaſure, court the Muſe: 


. Enjoy the bliſs, if bliſs to thee,” 


But leave the morning beams for me, | 


Tis then I view th' enamell d fence, 
And find a charm for every ſenſe; 
You alſo view were flow'rs beſpread, 


But on the fence that ſhields thy bed: 


Enjoy the bliſs, if bliſs to thee, | 
\ 

| 'Tis then, — and feos, 
I contemplate the buſy Bee; 

: By her purſuits, i _—_— I ery, 


Enjoy the bliſs, if bliſs it be, 
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** Enjoy ſuch bliG, if bliſs it be. 
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O chen, while you the hours deſtroy,. + © 5 
© Kind Nature fills: mel with joy: 8 
Preſents her choiceſt blom to fers, oo 
And points. the wond rous Dt t: £7, 
Go, boaſt thy bliſs, i bliſs it he, A148 56.7 ain 
But leave the morning beams for-me, 


Whilſt bloom and verdure dreſs the hon. 
O let me breathe the breath of morn; 

And ſhould you ſcorn my humble la. 
Go, Sluggard, ſleep thy life away: 


Still leave the morning beams for WMS 55; 54.25! 3s * 1 
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"Pp the lad, * for «Bf q Fair kingdom neh 


Before he ſets off, get the girl to his mind  <© 


As but one at a time only falls to his ſhare, 
Let him chuſe her with due e and care: 


Such caution omitted in taking a wife, | 
Rude brambles may beate bis aue, ede 


To lend you a lift, as a brother ſhould do, 
EV tell you the method WOE purſue.” - 


eta bs piva fngks IC?" . 
, 8 


In years, where ele muſt not prefde, 


A doctrine like this, happy r 00 
Who ever grows ſad at the ſight of extreme 
For when blooming twenty is wed to threeſcore, i 
The motive is int'reſt, and love is no more, 

Foul Jealouſy follows, Contempt in the van, 
And Nature, wiſe Nature, is croſs'd in her plan. 
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Fo op 


* 1 WEDLOCKs....,,, | „ * 
The fine dreſſy 105 with a plume to. invite, 1 5 


Of ſach have a care, for er ban may n 5 
From matters domeſtic ſhe'll oft fly away, 
' Wherg Faſhion and Folly give. laws to the gay; 4 7 
Frei conduct your purſe, 190 en will bedights... 


Your much perplex d, and no rapture at t 
The ſaws of reflection you'll hardly „ Wann,! 
For death! only death? works the. radical cate, . - net 


Shun the talkative dame, Oh! the never will 8 
Tis an hundred to one that ſhe turns out a ſhrew;.. 
Above all the reſt, ne er the flattern come . wo, 
I would not have ſuch with. a thouſand a year. e 
The too delicate Miſs too, that's ſtill over nice, 
Prithee leave her alone Oh! avoid the preciſe, 
For under that maſk very often I've ſeenj- . 
A word to the wiſe boys—you know what I mean. 


But ſhould you once meet with a partner who'll blend 
In wedlock's ſoft bondage the loyer and friend, 
The chearful companion at home and away, 
Not the leaſt of the dowdy, nor wholly too gay; 
Strike the bargain at once, to the altar repair, 
| You'll find her an antidote always for care. * 
Let the rake ſneer at this, on the town ſpend his wealth, l 
Whilſt he's poiſon d by quacks, you'll be happy in health, | tr 
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\ 775 HILE Marillo liv'd gay, amidft ER] and wealth, | 19 
What numbers repair'd to alk after his health! 3 1 
So kind was each friend, from Sir Knight to the peaſant, |. vl 
Th ſcarce a day paſs'd without yielding a Pn, | 
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On Monday a buck kate from Counſellor Suttls, © 


On Toeſday u turtle from Alderman Gutle; - 


On Wedneſday the Doctor would know of his gout, 


While John leaves à baſker, containing ſome trout; 


On Thurklay Tem Gbodfhor preſerits him a hare, | 


And on Friday, 'the high-ſeaſon'd tam of x bear | 


Ts left by a porter from Billy C. . 


(Common Contelt-uter Kuss kb Wirth ien agree); 
On Saturday, ſtill to carry the farce on, | 
A covey of birds is ſent up by the Parſon ; | 


On Sunday each friend fends Marillo a line. 


Moſt humbly requeſting Marillo to dine. 


Thus day after day, while he'd int'reft and treaſure, 


The . of Goren ie one bim with pleaſure. 


Ah Fortune. thro? thee, G56 Kale of ſtrife, 


How many viciflitudes checquer this life! 


Thro' thee, who makes kingdoms to riſe and to fall, 
Mariflo, the wealthy, was robb'd of his all! 
So great was his fall, that in leſs than a year, 


He who ne er wanted claret, now wanted ſmall-beer, | 


At length, ſome relief for his ſufferings to find, 


And, much to his wonder, he found, when he __ 
The Barrifter buſy, the Alderman lame; 

The Doctor was abſent, the Squire out of call, 
And the C. C. was getting his ſpeech for Guildhall ; 


Tom Goodſhot, the ſportſman, was always from home, 
And the Parſon tranſlating ſome ſcurvy old tome; 


In ſhort, where before he met kindneſs profuſe, 
Was coldnefs, indifference, ſneer, or abuſe. 
Till one lucky morn put him out of his pain, 
For a Chancery-ſuit made Marillo again— 


— 


2 


5 
8 


He applies to thoſe friends who bad us d him fo Kind. 


Strait the Sportſman, the Parſon, the Doktor, the Cit, | 


Sure, * ae and Council to wit, : 


Like 
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Like dogs, to the ſhambles tr fed than bofins, , „ 
Came running, and meanly dar'd rap on his door; 25 
Marillo had learn'd in adverſity's ſchool, | 

To diſtinguiſh the friend from, the knave and the fool, 
So call'd Dick, the porter, to ſhew them the ſtreet, - 8 

As wretches made up of the meaneſt r 
Proteſting, ſuch friendſhip as theirs, to his light, Dog, 

Was counterfeit coinage, and not worth a doit. 

May the heart that is lib'ral thus always diſtinguiſh, | 

Be open to worth, but ſuch; beings relinquiſh. ,, 
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LIGHTLY NW: | LIGHTLY GO. | 


Os CAREY, the wiſer fell fiek on Whit-Sunday, - 
And died (without making a will) upon Monday, 

For no ſound ſo painfully paſs'd tween his teeth - 

As theſe heart-piercing ſounds —** Fl give and bequeath: 
For Decency's ſake,” Dad was kept above ground, 

Till Phoebus had ſeven times travell'd his round, 

Then Dick ſaw him ſafely laid under the green, 

And with glee left the Sexton to finiſh the ſcene; - 

For Dick was full glad from a Sire to be freed, 

Who ne'er beſtow'd two-pence to learn him to read: | 
In dreams full of pleaſure Dick paſs'd away night, 

Aroſe with the morning as ſoon as twas light; 
Locks, bolts, bars, and latches, flew back at his 3 
And Dick, who'd been penny leſs, now had a treaſure; 
Ten thouſand bright guineas, nay, twelve, ſome ee, 
A mine that Dick never expected to ſee, 

Now Dick dreſſes gay, drinks his bottle in bliſs, 
To follow the taſte, keeps a gig and a Miſs; __ + - 
Mounts a high mettl'd nag, of the Newmarket kind, 
With another for Thomas to gallop behind; _. __ 
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Still day after day, Richard adds to his vice, 
Turns the E O about, and now rattles the dice; 


No trots for a thouſand, bets deep at a match, 

Or draws fora hundred a ſtraw from the thatch ; 

Et In ſhort, fo compleat i is our Richard by Spring, 
He's remark'd by wy Lord, and is reckon'd the thing: 

Zut, alas! juſt as Richard began to look big, 


With Miſs, borſes, and E O, with dice and with gig, 
What father had hoarded by living too near, 
Dick compleatly kick'd down in the round of one Fe 4, key 


His miſtreſs forſakes him, but this is not ſtrangeg 
I) be wife, may be true, but the miſtreſs will ehange: A 
His miſtreſs forſakes him, and creditors rude — 


With long bills and long faces begin to intrude ; 


Inſtead of a gelding, Dick uſes his feet, ng 
* And, j0-fniſh the plan, he's lock d up in the Fleet. 


So little affected is Dick at his ſtate, + 

That he laughs at all ſuch as may pity his fate, 

And thus he replies, ſhould you talk of his woe, 
The adage I prove, ** lightly come, lightly go; 


Had Old Cary beſtow'd the tenth part of his care 


Of forming the morals of Dicky his heir, 2 

"Tis an hundred to one, if the bliſs of his foul 
Had thus quickly diſſolv'd like a lump in the bowl ; - | 4 
The efforts of Prudence had curb' d his looſe drift, 


be den in d login markers of Aist; 


Take this hint, oh ye churl! mind to bend the young wvig,! 
Or 2258 maſs muſt diſſol ve be it ever ſo e | : 
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by WHERE 18 FRIENDSHIPL | 


N 883 Maſe * 8 * 1 e . 


Does ſhe dwell with the aged, or ſport with the young, 


1 Or comes ſhe from Jove, à ſoft ſoother of care, 
To that manſion of triumph, the breaſt of the fair? 


5 3 


— FRIENDSHIP/ Bf 
To üng of dear Falzen, and ſpeak all her wort, 
Theſe truths Lv collected to garniſh my ſong. 


True, Faizkbshtr *s Cherub full rare to be ſeen, 18 


With Mop es Ty ſometimes ſhe ſhelters her mien; 
Where ſmiling benign in Humrzity 's feat, 

The maſk of. Hrroczisv melts at her feet. 

At the ſoft tale of Pix r in haſte the reſorts s: 
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To Stiurrietrr's cottage, but ſeldom to Courts; 
Wherever ſhe enters, Horx beams on Des? 41k; f 
For her nn God plocks ON IE 


O let me; with Farzwpsmry, osten oo 
Io fly from che creatures true FIE DSHI muſt ſcorm; 
PRI ES TS, Parncgs, and STATESMEN, ſhe paſſes with ſhame, 
For tis Ix T' ESF that prompts when they mention her name. 


O'er the gay nightly bowl hond her ſoniblance riss 
Wich the funies of the glaſs, in the morning it flies,” 

Leſs ſtable than globules of dew in the ſun, n,, 
Js the Fans with'Baccenvs and Couvs began. 


The Vintner will ſmile-while- kind fortune beſtows; | © 
In poverty ſhun you; and league with your foes, ' 

As the Lamb from the Viper recede with diſguſt, 
For FxrsxD$s41y furveys all the tribe with diſtrum. 


Nor truſt ſoft As8uzaxce, full often ſhe's found 
Like a drum to be hollow, and made up of ſound ; 
But aſk for a loan, and the fingers of ſuch | 
Contract like the ſenſitive plant at the touch. 


i | 'True 


If the traits of your folly ſhe ſtoops to diſcloſe, -- + 
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True FxizNbsntr, like Maxcy, preſerves een, 
Grows ſad at your fighs, and exults with your fame; 


"Th the breath of A nn the roſe. 


When Faizxbskir reproves us, all concord her ſounds, 
Like a parent, her wiſh is to heal as ſhe wounds, 
And we feel as her precepts are uſher'd to teach, 1 
The honey-dew ſpreading the down of the peach, © ++ 


No ſordid Perſuaſion can alter her plan,... 
True Fxrrnps#1yP's alive to the int'reſt of man; 
Had the charmer extenſion all life to embrace; 
Ev'ry woe would be heal'd by the cup of 3 151 


Since FüIENDSRI T's ſo lib'ral, yet rare to he found 
In theſe regions of caprice; W here follies aboundʒj ñ] 


Say, how: ſhall we welcome the charmer divine, 
This offspring of Tx ur R, and this foe.to Ds . 


Sincere as the PRNKSHIAN ſalutes tlie bright ſkies, 789 563 1 


. 


As BX AMIx the Gans“ rich waves as they iſe, 
II xiſs thy bright ſandal, and drop on my knee, 


For there's nothing, dear Fx1zn Dae; ſo charming as oi 


With high exultation, II tell t eee e eee o2T 


In the breaſt of EI IZ A, fill Fare bs iris found, 
Would you cheriſh the gueſt, you who bend to. my lays 13 | 


Go hang up your follies, and copy her ways 5) 
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X SNILOR's' PARTING.” 
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F. OR Ten long years I've ſerv'd the King. s x 
In India Eaſt and Weſt, ks the - 
Thro' cold and heat, from Spring to 8 
be For England done my beſt; 
A recompence for all my toil 
Of late I thought in view, 1 | 
To cheer beneath thy tender ſmile, 3 0 eh» - WM 
| And live at home with ou. . 


But hark! the dreadful blaſt of War 
Acroſs the Channel flies 

That Gallic pride we ſtill abhor, 

| The Wreath of Peace denies ; 

Farewell my IAR R, again Igo, 
The Boatſwain pipes the Crew ; 

Tu firſt to Sea and fight the Foe, © © 
Then live at home with you. - 


But ſhould ſome ſaucy Bullet fly 
To make me Cockpit gueſt, 
Why ]zxny never heave a „ 
A Sailor's life 's a jeſt, 
Some Landſman take, who * the Wares, | 
And fears the Foe to view, n 
He's ſafe, who never Danger braves, 
„Io live at home with you. 


But cheer, my. Heart, we part to meet, 
Hope ſtill the Seaman's friend, 
Shall mock the Winds, and glad the Fleet, 
And 'midſt the fight defend: 
I come, my Meſs- mates, ceaſe the Call, 
My Jznny dear, adieu! 
I'll beat the Foe, and after al! 
| Return and die with you, 
| M 2 A SOLDIER's 


| A SOLDIER's RETURN. | 


V HEN-blood-ſtain'd War ſought Hell's wide belat, 
= Peace came, with look ſo kind, 
= rer 

a: On thoſe they left behind 
Ah, never more be't mine to am 
Young WII Tax cheering cried; Kd 
FF Andeager for his native home, e whit CT 


Where TuAN x lifts her bloom-dreſs'd head 
_ The friendly Veſſel mov d, 28K 
on ſhore the hero fondly f%. 
5 And bleſſed the Land he lov'd ; 
And art thou come?” his Nancy cry'd, | 
5 Quoth he, thy WII LIAN 's here., 
He preſs'd ber waiſt, and as ſhe. rs 507 ol fan 51 
Kiſs'd off the-joyful tear. 


rr 


No Gold bring I from Belgia's ſhore,” SOL EI 10d 
No Plunder won by blood; 1 | 
Honour I bring, and aſk no more. 
Except my Coantry's good: LA a BY 
Enough (ſhe cried) be now caveat, nnd ne 
From Battle” $ Toil refrain, A 2x55 Ba | 
For many a Youth is 4hither ſent. ro Cat 
But never com 22 
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Low 86S my Dad yon Church- way nears 
His flocks, his fields, are mine 
Take thou this hand, my WIE Ian dear, Joo Had 
| His fields, his flocks, are thin: 
Content, he vow'd to quit the gun, 

To lead a pescefb +: tn 

The Village Parſon made them one 

And Naxxy 's now a Wie. 
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— mountains;-the toviutr Em- 
Led thy"Dance in the Qourt\/ſang of Love in the CO, 
Have ſet at the tables Nobility grac'd, | 

Have pitied, but never once enyy'd their lot: 05 
To the Play have I ftray'd, at the Wake on the green HRS 
Oft toy'd with the fimple; and ki with the ſmart, 
But ne'er in my Rambles a Fair one have ſeen 
Like Pairs, the Girl br hearts 2 
With — Hiteidifede) wt. i 
Have the proud, lofty dames of che Court met al ain, 
Forgetting Nobility never was meant, Maat Buch 
Where Titles have barter'd their We for ſhame : 
The Girls of the Cottage 1 own are divine, 
From theſe with a ſigh I've been forc'd-to Wart,” men's 
But ah! I'll forget them, ſince PA Lis i mine, | 
The . Girl that enamours my IP L WAS 
bens Haden ode uf Fg ores 
All covered with feathers, falſe treſſes, and print, | 
While this has an eye to lead thouſands ron ke ho 
Untemper'd by Modeſty's decent reſtraint; 11 
| Mils prattles too much for the taſk of a Wife, 
Tho I own ſhe has wit like the point of 2 dart; * AT 
But what's all her wit to the peade of my life, 
Wick PaiLL1s, 6 5 heart. 
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Come Midſummet-nexe; nd rai inereaſe, 
I'll take the dear Charmer to ſhave of my Rate, 1 

For I would not with Foverty rule ker peace, 
(That Fiead* that Aren conjugal Love ren ths FIR 
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86 kn GIRL or MY HEART. 


Come loſſes, come ctoſſes, or whatever may, 1411 
I'll neter like the fool, act Deſpondency's patt, 
But dance through the world, and pluck flow'rs by the way, 
For PurLL1s, the Girl that £namours my heart. 
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8 bs os ate M 413 3: 87 H: at 
Dea: „ G taſte our, 3 bid, * 
Far flies the wint ty blaſt, . {7.4 * ni 1 n 267 


And Zephyry come, the cheek to kiſs .. 2414 221.1 
To cheer for terrors paſt ;' I, 5 


Blithe fing the Larks o'er all the .. Ia & N N 


Wbere we were wont to ſtrag‚A¶ 
And] health Comes fleeting 2 is rl, de 10 1 


From ren ns the honey bees, ds 0 = 
On wanton pinions range, 3 2 a rn 

And culling ſweets from new-dreſe'd s 
Soft ſing the ſeaſon's change, 

The {ſwallow comes a ſelfiſh fried 
To charm while Summer's geb: i ii er 99 11A 
But when the days to Winter bens 
He ſhuns the keins s Id b A m⁰ο⁰ο 
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40 Am 507 Faun. 01 
Fiy then, my Fe che City _ 94 nwo 1 ont 
Where Care the ſhuttle plies, -: vw 20 1s ende toi 
By midnight lamp, with fickly 4 14414 l 
To gain what fate denies; , Ca 
Where (but for hope that ecmfort baba Abi a 
: I'd never ſpend a day; „ „„ 9: 4 1 
ow this bleſt ſource my rapture bg. * 101 
21 To breathe with thee the May. b 241 
" The 
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\ The while we trace the mountain top. Ron 27 21 
I'll fing of charms bee, gooi eee 972k 
The ſpreating' herds, the riſing crop, don 5&7 1 1 

And things full meet to knowgos- 15197 501 21A, 

Should vernal ſhow'rs diſturb the ſcene, = 
5! We lfcelk'thewood-bine ſpra yr 90 Y 
Or talk of love, till heaven 's ferenes 091th 0107 = 

1 Beneath the bloom of May. 41521 d usbhalg oT | | 
„los do igt 943 1212297 ©3 bak | 1 
As obi Tee my groves alone, on ln V ud T6 MT - 
For thee, dear nid, Efigh; + DAS wor 
O think, how time,” that ſtays for none 6 OM 2011 mJ) 
Is always paſſing by: ER n ib gate 
Too ſoon ſhall come the winter drear | 
To mock the ſeaſons gar 
And morning drop the r av möbel lade 
namen 9 D N Hiw {JA 
4 , „nd In daa 
Come, dw nor yet a moment waſte, Ts ITE: 
While ſcenes like theſe invitt ea 
And when new ſuns to Aae ae, en 8 n Mit! 
And ſet in length ning night; e sm bak 
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Unlike the yagrant vernal bird, | | 
Will I beſide thee tar, | 

And ſtill, thy love ſhall be prefer d. d 1 | | 
FO Dear-girl, n STi al ram bak 4 
* re asd Him — 72 2 SENT 9 
ien 2 34 if | 

THE QUESTION, ur. 1 
blow 4dr de olg af? Bo 45 1 
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You boaſt of fair Liberty, where is ſhe found 2 
Does ſhe dwell with your Senate or Laws? 

By the latter your tongues are eternally bound, 

+ And the other's all mangled with flaws, 


Pp, L231 1 


= 


— 


— — 
3 —= + 


——„—̃ 


— 


5 » 
_ 
PPP — OR eo 
: N 3 e — 
5 4 
: 


is, TIRE Shs * 0 
Ae = ihe Ons Ree Satonrst n „ 
4 1 Y 4 _ a 


r AG ere TIRE 4, 4s 


. A eee ae Eee ak ie re ar OO TO EI 
K * . y 1 5 % . P : * a - N 
a | 
1 N ” 


* 
$i 


83 THE QUESTION, 10997. | 
Is the known tp;your Faich 7 Is he ſeen in yout trade? 


Here Commerce long ſhackled complain; gen iT. 
* have nat for ages: bebeld ibe dest maid,” wot oil 


And a 3 knows ſhe s hot of, her train- bo, 


e nb wetter Hon 
Does ſhe bide in your mountains? Where ſtill ſur was ſeen 
4 While Alfred was Lord of theifail; +01 += alas 10 4 
To gladden the heart, ta gay mantle the mein. | 
And to ſweeten the efforts of toil. 
6 RET Vales, nor your Hillss-can-$he,Chergbim wace,. 
Your Game Laws have chac d her afasy z 
'On the mountains of France I; haye eee den 8 
Banning * like a mene Wente 41 
12 nie 2 TE adot 36 i 
O ye of the Iſles are our Fathers lobe E-. 
Shall Freedom bleſs Gallia alone 2 0 ti — 5 na 
Ah! will ye not bluſh at fo lervite.a lot, bl 101 
And ſtill bend with the ſigh and the groan ? 
From the Hell- hounds of State ſnatch wake * l 
He who tamely ſubmits to ſuch knav ess, & 


Sen ch u es lb the chin of ir, ue ITY 


And makes one in IIs. i 332 Da 


Ai inen tset ul 
| Bright C Genius of Britain read comfort ende 19 
With thy Clarion awaken the Iles, bak . 


And millions ſhall mantle and rouſe at PE ſound; © 


__Fen Mis'ry ſhall dance with a ſmile; 50 


Be thy Banners, O Liberty, quickly unfurl'd, Pp 
And thy ſpirit, (by 3 vrants ackurfef), 19 
Spread ſwift with the winds round the * of the world, 
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AMOR PATRIZ, 1797. 
6 The nobleſt Motive is the Public good. 


» 


Rus, Albion, riſe! awake to'Fame, 
Thy glory 's dim'd by venal Knaves; 
To honour deaf, and loſt to ſhame, 

They forge us fetters fit for Slaves: 
O had I great Alcides' power 

To drive from Earth this dreadful Trine“, 
No more ſhould Hydra jaws devour 

What Patriot zeal eſteems divine. 


— 


Oft as mine eye thy page ſurveys, 
Once old Ocean's fay*rite Iſle; 
Charm'd with thy Druids' ſacred lays, 
I yield the ſoft approving ſmile ; 
Thy glorious ſtory fires my breaſt, 
Till mem'ry tells each wrong of thine ; 
Then would mine arm exert its beſt, 
So pure the Patriot flame is mine. 


Great Ruſſel, Hamden, Sydney, hear, 
Look, gallant Spirits, look below ; 

What ſainted eye can hold the tear, 
Knowing all we are doom'd to know ? 


„ Theſe three men have involved us in a war, in the proſecution of 
which they have already ſquandered upwards of one hundred and thirty 
millions of money; they have already laid Taxes upon the People to the 
amount of fix millions and a half annually ; and the lives which they have 
ſacrificed, and the ſums which they haye added to human miſery, exceed 
all calculation or belief. 


N Robb d 
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go , AMOR PATRIZ, 1797. 


Robb'd'of Freedom, Wealth, and Speech, 
Bleeding at Ambition's ſhrine, 

Could I, bright Stars! the thunder reach, 
My Patriot flame ſhould equal thine. 


As round Elyſium bow*rs ye ſtray, 

Wake thoſe who for their Country died ; : 
Relate but once the Land's diſmay, | 
Diſcribe our Tyrants, tell their Pride ; 
And if corporeal forms again 
They viſit, by the will divine, 

Admit me of the ſacred train, 
For all the Patriot flame is mine. 


, rr — 
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O ve who for your Freedom fell, 
Still to the Muſe and Britain dear; 
Bright Conftellations bow to tell, 
Is bleſt emancipation near? 
Like thee, deſpotic pow'r, I'd brave, 
(Go Cowards kiſs oppreſſion's ſhrine) ; 
'Thrice let me die ere live a Slave, - 


So much the Patriot flame is mine. 


Juſt heav'n annihilate our foes, 
A Junto vile, for Virtue's hate; 
Give Peace to ſoothe our bleeding woes, 
And ſnatch us from impending Fate; 
A drooping Bard who loves the land, 
| Shall wake to raptures at the change; 
And dance with Freedom hand. in hand, 
Where Patriot Spirits love to range. 
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THE PEDESTRIAN TRAVELLER © 
| AT HOME. 


23 | 


| Ours furze-cover'd mountains as weary I roam, 
When the bright ſtars of evening appear, 

What pleaſing ſenſation while panting for home, 
As the village dog breaks on the ear. 

Thro' the half-broken pane ſhould the candle-light beam, 
Chear'd by Hope how my footſteps increaſe ; 

I trip up the bridge that bends over the ſtream, 
And enter the Manſion of Peace, 


In the clean wicker chair as I fit at my eaſe, 
(The gay cricket ſaluting the while), 
My Landlady comes with a welcome to pleaſe, 
And preſents the cool draught with a ſmile, 
I promiſe to pledge her, ſhe modeſtly ſips, 
When I take from her hand the briſk bowl; | 
And O! how the Julap glides through my parch'd lips, 
To revive the faint ſprings of my ſoul. 


Dame ſpreads the low table with cloth white as curd, 

For the brown wheaten loaf and the cheeſe; 

Be dainties of faſhion by fribbles preferr'd, 
They but pamper the blood to diſeaſe ; 

Health follows my footſteps, tho! beckon'd by kings, 
And ſits down by my ſide with good will; 

While the village Exciſe- man ſome ne ditty fings, 
Or the well-powder'd m man from the mill. 


N ow I fall into chat, without any offence, 
With the Curate, whoſe living 's ſo ſmall, 
And wiſh that the moments may quickly commence, 
When there” $ equa) proviſion for all ; 
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92 THE PEDESTRIAN TRAVELLER AT HOME. 


The Schoolmaſter joins me, and Stavewell the Clerk, 
To my table fits merrily down ; 


And the Barber beſide, a loquacious ſpark, 
- Who knows all the bad news of the town. 


| Now cup follows cup as we puff th the white fume, 


* *Tis not eaſy for friendſhip to part; 
For while the briſk columns curl round the wide room, 
Mirth binds in ſoft fetters the heart. | 
From the vaſe Temp'rance deals, Exceſs never flows, 
(Seldom mingled vile courtier for thee) ; 
The fly bred on carrion may rifle the roſe, 
But the ſweets were deſign'd for the Bee. — 


O let me, ſo long as J travel life's road, 
Ne'er want for ſuch comforts as theſe; . 
And I'II· care not though riches be thinly beftow'd, 
Far better Health, Friendſhip, and Eaſe. 
Your Lords may deſpiſe them, I care not for Lon 
With Simplicity let me fit down; 
Should I ne'er want the bleſſings the cottage affords, 
Let blockheads go hunt for renown. 


INVOCATION 


10 A 


BACKWARD SPRING. 


Sr FLora, reviſit our Iſle, 
| Come quickly, and lead up the May, 
For ah ! how I ſuffer the while 
The paſtures reprove thy delay: 
| | Rude 


£ 
"Te: 
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Rude howls the bleak wind round my Cot, 
Where late ſoftly murmur'd the Tide, 

And the grey duck attach'd to the ſpot, 
Datic'd round with her young at her fide. 


From the Elder-tree melt the pale ſnow, 

*Tis time ſhe ſhould put forth her green, 

And again bid the rivulets flow 

| And the Daffodil brighten the ſcene ; 
New robe the tall kings of the Grove, 

Bid the Birch and the Poplar look gay, 
Bid the Eglantine form an Alcove, 

And the Nightingale fing in the ſpray. 


Again bid the Hawthorn-tree charm, ; 
"That my Bees may repleniſh the Hive, 
And the Finch ſhall be ſhelter'd from harm, 
And the neſt for her purpoſe contrive; 
Bid the Horn-beam it's foliage entwine, 
To harbour the amorous Dove, 
And ſafe from the Ruſtic's deſign 
She ſhall cheriſh the offspring of Love, 


Re-mantle the Farm on the Hill, 
Where age ſhivers pale at the breeze, 
And the foot-way that leads to the Mill, 
'* Where the rill whiſper'd under the trees, 
Then the meads for the Cattle ſhall ſmile, 
Then the Sheep on the paſtures be fed, 
And the Milk-maid trip over the Stile, 
And fing with the pail on her head, 


Bid Zephyr diffuſe his ſoft gale, 
That the Lambs round the hare-bell may feed, 
Wake the Vi'let that ſleeps in the vale, 
With the Cowſlip the pride of the mead ; 
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Let the Furze yield it's bloſſoms of gold, 

| Bid the Tanſy perfume the ſtill glade, 
And the Wild-thyme it's ſweets ſhall unfold, 

And the Dog-roſe embelliſh the ſhade. 


Bid the Clover it's fragrancy yield, 
That the Mower may furbiſh his ſcythe ; 
Bid the Fea - bloſſoms garniſh the field, 
And my Pyas ſhall gather a tythe 
Of the faireſt that blow on the plain, 
Of the ſweeteſt that ſpring in the grove, 
To wreath, gentle goddeſs, thy Fane, | 
For thou art the mother of Love. ; 


Bleft fertility waits on thy ſmiles, - 
At thy preſence rude Famine ſhall fly, 
O, come and re-mantle our Iſles _ 
With Beauties ſo dear to the eye; 
At thy coming, the wretched ſhall cheer, 
My fancy ſhall mount on the wing, 
And my gratitude raviſh the ear, | 
For there 's nothing fo grateful as Spring. 


\ 


TO-MOR ROW. 


y Y HAT my good Sire bequeath'd when of age I poſſeſs'd; 
How I laugh at dull precepts! how drank, and how dreſs'd! 


Say Reaſon, who watch'd me with ſorrow ; 
As the wind ſpreads the ſand, ſo gold flew before me, 
My fellows pretended to love and adore me, 

1 never once thought on To-morrow. 


The 


TO-MORROW. 95 


'The good rules of my teachers entirely forgot, 
I was firſt at confuſion, the beſt at a plot, | 7 
And oft wrought the innocent ſorrow : / 
Still follow'd each faſhion, was firſt in the rage, 
And the well temper'd ſaws of inſt ructing old age 
Vrg'd to-day, were rejected To-Morrow. 


To maſks, balls, and plays, O! how oft would I treat! 
My companions commended a ſpirit ſo great, 
| And oft condeſcended to borrow : 
Like a lad of high mettle I love to be free 
I lent them my money, my credit with glee, 
And ne'er loſt a thought on To-Morrow. 


The girls of the town ſhar'd my bounty profuſe, 

The tavern-men bow'd as I paſs'd to their ſtews ; 
On this I reflect with much ſorrow : 

Oh! could I regain what I've ſquander'd on theſe, 

My purſe would be full, and my boſom at caſe, 
With contentment in ftore for To-Morrow. 


At the cock-pit and turf I've been often careſs'd 
By the high-titled knave, with the ſtar on his breaſt ; 
Their meanneſs has brought me to ſorrow : 
The Juſtice and Vicar have fed at my board; 
But now not a dinner theſe harpies afford— 
O had I ta'en care for 'To-Mortow ! 


Ye rakes take the hint, fickle fortune is blind, 
Give o'er your purſuits while the goddeſs is kind, 
In truth *twill preſerve you from ſorrow : 

The wretches who help you to ſquander away, 
Will ſmile at your folly, and greet you to-day, 
But paſs you unnotic'd To-Morrow. 


The correQor, Reflection, ſhall then ſtep between, 


© Upbraid thy paſt conduct, and ſhew thee a ſcene 
Replete 


- 


96 To-MokROw. 
Replete with ſad objects of ſorrow : 


Convinc'd of thy folly, in Poverty's ſchool, 


"Tis well if thou doſt not treat yeſterday's fool 
With a fourpenny halter To-Morrow. 


7 * *** 


RINGWOOD ALE. 


— kſ—— 


\ Y HERE fondly Sroux and Avon meet, 
Round Cexv1c's * ſculptur'd pile, 
And ev'ry buſh with bloom replete, 
From ſorrow draws a ſmile; 
There faithful love and beauty glads 
The Ruſtics of the vale, 
And there the merry Chriſt Church 1 
Put round the Rincwoop ALE. 


Blow bigh the wind, or beat the rain, 
Let SoL AN T foam and roar; 
Or let the tempeſt ſweep the plain, 
Or wrecks ſpread all the ſhore; 
HanToN1an boys will never heed, 
But mock the rampant gale, 
And chaunt the ſong,- and puff the weed, 
While they get Rix WOOD AlL k. 


Ale warms the dsa and nerves the arm 
To wield the fatal blade, 
And ſhould the country's foes alarm, 
Or land with fierce parade, 5 


A fair monument to the memory of CER DIe, King of the Weſt 


Saxons. | 
+ Water that parts the Iſle of Wight from the New Foreſt. 


— 


* / -/} RINGWOOD AL. 


The lads who teach the cup to flow; | 
And love the ble&-tegale,' 1 1 
Shall fly to arms and teach the foe rr 
The pow'rs of Rizowoop ATE. vol Zak © 7.577 


Nor theſe alone the ber rage quaff, . 
Attend rer, pure nfs U 


And carve the Royal Deer. 

And ſhould the Foreſt Wardens pay, 4 71 
But little twill avail, .. 20 iE 

For ſtill they get the rich ſupply - indo 2d 


"JETT 29 pe Aux, 5 29990 29 


When ſoring leads up be hoarkof bün, 
I'll fly from Lonpon's gloom, * 

And flow'r- crown S ro and Avon kiſs 
By Czxpic's ſculptur'd tomb. 

And o'er the Foreſt Fallow Deer, 

| With Chriſt Church lads regale, 

And charm the heart, the eye, the ear, 

O'er merry RI NGO WOOD Als. 
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HOW SWIFT THE GUINEAS FLY! 
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PR 


Fo OR ſwiftneſs fa. the eagle prize, 
The ſwallow moſt approve ; 


. The tuneful lark that mounts the ſkies, 


And ſome the fleeting dove: | 
Of objects ſwifter far in flight,” 11 
Who will may hear me ſing, 
E'en ſuch as ſoar beyond the fight 
Of many a mortal thing, 
0 Nor 


* ; 


* 


Sf 
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Nor dove, nor eagle fly ſo ſwift, abe dd el att 
Nor lark that mounts on high, wal bots 
As moſt lament, who eee . lad? 
eee wor cut? 


Each Aung fas. beben nbi nels Aab H 
| For all the Zodiac roun 8 T6. $397 2A 528 
To feed the hungry, elothe the bare, 54s 1 bart 
| By nat'ral ties I'm bound; | | 
| "Tis here a bonnet, there a cloak, 

A ſuit or ſurcoat now. Hh | 
The while my plaints they turn to ow FL, 

Or little thanks allo. wo bas 
"Tis thus I'm doom d to paſs = an. 

God's! often ſend ſupply; 2 a 
For, O ye powers, that mark our ways 
| Pp ara wnhonny ae rt wa? ! 


For ſoents and ns Bee 4 
And fair Maria too, 1 Ti; 
The milk of Roſes now they prize, 1 
And now Olympian der; | 7 
My thoughtleſs boys have trotting nags, 
And leave the ſound of Bow. 
| (Led on by foxes, or by ſtags,) 
For ſenſeleſs tally-ho, 
Theſe ſcents and waſhes, idle traſh, 
Ye Gods! my girls deny; | 
O teach my ſons to ſpare the laſh, 
For ſwift the * 8751 


Each dan ſun Nha my care; 
Beholds my ſighing breaſt, 
—, As ff it kindly bore aſharec, Wo 
Sinks ſadly in the weſt. 7 
18 ; , FE & 1 Now 


wo 


HOW wirr THE genen FLY. 


Now pleaſure's train invites away. 
To balls, to plays, they run; 
Trick'd out in rainbow colours geh. 
Nor heed the coming dun: | 


'Tis thus I'm doom'd to paſs my days ' 


| Gods! often ſend ſupply, 
For, O ye pow'rs, that mark our ways, 
How ſwift the Guineas fly! INS HY 


„ 


With dancing dogs and learned pige, 
Where Gulman“ gives the word; 
With ſcented belles and ſenſeleſs prigs, 
No longer let them herd; 1 
But ſoon admire what's dear to me, 
Though ſcorn'd by Folly's ſet, 
Fair Prudence and bleſt Induſtry, 
That ſcape the town Gazette: 
But O! I fear my prayers are vain, 
That ſtill I'm doom'd to figh; 
For ſtill they laugh when I complain 
How ſwift the Guineas fly! 


Wife, ſons, and daughters, all comſpice. 
To ſhrink my frugal purſe; 

And, thou gh but caution I require, 
No dog is treated worſe ; 

With angry brows the mutt'ring crew 
Thus croſs my good deſign; 

% We do but as our neighbours do, 
« Whoſe means are leſs than thine,” 

To wealth and worth my daughters bring, 
My ſons with gold ſupply ; 

Then, O ye pow'rs, no more I'll ſing, 
How ſwift the Guineas fly ! 


O 2 
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one who acquired two thouſand pounds by teaching a Pig to entertain 
the Public, while that Public ſuffered the philoſophical J. Ferguſon. to 
. 
10 
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Omer Minſtrel of the ; PRIN wing 5 K 
Ah! little doth thou heed where thou art got; 
The forms that liſten round thy peaceful lay 
Are foes to quiet and reſpe& thee not. 
Within this ample pale ſo fair to view 
5 A thouſand ſubtle Lawmen conſtant dwell, 
. Direful oppreſſion's unrelenting crew, 
Big with more exils than the tongue can tell. 


Fly then, O fly! kind bird, a ſpace ſo vile, 
From whence injuſtice like a torrent flows; 
Yielding more monſters than the ſhores of Nile, 

A nidus pregnant with the worſt. of woes! 
For how ſhould thoſe who ſpread eternal fear, 
Who rob by licence and ſuch ills diſpenſe ; 

Forbear (gay charmer of the falling year) 
T 0 d thy . innocence. 


Come follow abt to my humble cell, 
© 'Too mean to meet the Law men's coſtly call; 
And there beneath my ſtraw-thatch'd cover dwell, 
And pick the ſcanty crumbs that chance to fall; 
From morn till evening trill thy ſweeteſt ſong, 
No low deſign ſhall hurt thy crimſon breaft; 
- No cunning Templer dare to do thee wrong, 
n ſing together, and together reſt. 


— 


-LING FIELD; 4 
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WRITTEY IN THE e AUGUST, 1788. 
egiste be a8. 
Revi. THOMAS WALKER, 
VICAR OF CROW HURST. 
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\ V, HILST Autumn courts ; the glowing 2 205 
The Muſe to friendſhip true, | 


O Walker! conſecrates the Theme 
To Lane FIBLD and to you. 


ö 
| 
f 
' 
N 
1 
3 
: 
| 


\ 


Hear then the r that Cars beguiles, ö 
As Rapture gives it birth, 
That ſpreads the peaceful cheek with ſmiles, i 
And wakes the ſoul to mirth, | 8 


I ſing of Li orIETv's cooling groves 
Beneath this Summer ſky, 
Where HALT R in dewy Sandal roves 8 < 
O To beam the brilliant eye. | 


* Where Hills around, while Cattle browze, 
/ Their varied tints unfold, 
- And Pippins bend their burthen'd boughs, 
To tempt with fruits of Gold, 


*” 


* 3 AE. a. 
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Old LI or TET D, though thy crimfoti Haws, | 


There Parent Providence diſp 


| LINGFIELD 3 OR, 


Where curls the hop, and where to oa. 
Peace fits on cv'ry ſtile 


From B $s:ro0cx's ever fertile farm 


To Bvxzow's* friendly pile. 


A greater bliſs my Fancy draws 


From yon bright fields of Corn. 


A more than lib'ral plan, 
"Ah, would that Man would mark his W 
And co the ike by In. | 


While round * ſpreads the ide bliſs, 
Go WAT TE, he ſings ſo fre, 


Go! hafte, thy Neighbours cheer with this . 


As I 258. n TG. 


While gay the Vines + on ev 1 Cot 
Their juicy ſtores preſent, _ 


The humble Tenants tell their lot 


With looks of ſweet Content. 


Bleſt bend of Prack and Innoctncs, 


Should BxITOx's foe come near, | 
May that kind Pow'r divert them hence, x 
Who gives the fertile year. 


Thy. Common, Lingfield, worth contains, * 


The Drops that Life renew, 
A Spring, T to purify the veins 1. 
And ſpread the rofiet hum 


A monumental pile, raiſed. by the late Sir lames Burrows, to eh 
memory of a fayourite old borſe, which greatly enriches the landſcape. 


+ A very pleaſant grape-wine is made here. 
* Of the ſame quality as that at Tunbridge. 


Yon 


> 


THE CIRCUMAMBIENT: PROSPECT, .-a03 


You! ſilver Spire tow in high to tell jt 
2 Of CrowyursT's yew-dreſs'd ith, TORS. 6. 
Where Angels? took delight to dwell, - 1 


8 Bloſt ſcenes, where I ſuch Aan review, N 
And more than welcome 1 
May all thy village maids be true, 38 
And all thy ſhepherds kind. . 


* 


Old Li x II ö ever bold appear, „ 
For thou haſt much to boaſt, . 6 " 

As mighty Lords have flouriſh' 4 here, $5 . 
As ever e our coaſt, | eve 


1 * 


- 
we? 


0 * 


Theſe rev 1 tombs a round me . 
To all declare the amm 090m: 
Here at reſt great CogHAM + lies, | 
And Howazps oſs Fame. 


And that biel? reproving guile, s N | 
To Rrco'natd's mem'Ty gi Ii. 1 
Who rais'd this conſecrated pile, | 


To fic the foul for Heav'n. 


Thi aally a tonſor'd faint || is laid 
Beneath yon ſculptur'd braſs, a 
| And many a beauteous village maid, | 
5 Below this tufted graſs, 


y 
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: 
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® Once Gia this and ſtill the burial place of the Angels, to whom tha, 3 
manor belongs, 

+ Reginald Lord Cobham, the founder of this noble e | 

t Erom whom the eſtate paſſed to the noble family of Howard, but the 
preſent poſſeſſor is Nicholls, Eſq ; Member for Bletchingly. 

| Lord Cobham built an ample College in this Church-yard, in the 
time of Henry VIth. for Carthufians ; many of the prieſts are buried 
here, and their braſs monuments have wonderfully eſcaped the tooth of 


time. * 
Tread 


— — — 22 
* 


1 ad dt. et i 


264 tert, Kr. 
Tread light ye ſwains the mould'ring heap, 
Once freſh as thou art now, 


Within thy ſturdy fathers leep, = 
And here perchance ſhalt thou. 


Farewell, kind lads*, whoſe vales gave view, 
To many a Baron brave, 

And when thy Poet's laid in earth, 
Sing ditties ofer his grave, ee 


And ſhould you twine the wreath for me 

The while it hangs to view, . 
Think on the friend that ſung for hee 
; Few natives Lind end tree, 


| Farewell the friend that 1 my 4 

I ſtill would dwell with yeu; 

Zut ah! I go to join the throng, 
So LinGF18LD ſweet adieu. 


' * 
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HOW CAN YOU BLAME? 


Win HERE a etufter of hazels had faſhion'd a ſhade, 
An artleſs young ſwain and a ſhepherdeſs ſtray' d; 
No creature was near to obtrude on their bliſs, 

het the youth unawares ſtole an innocent 3 e 
Paſtora upbraided, and vow'd twas a ſhame, - . 
But he kifs'd her again, and cry'd, how can you blame? 


| * The people arg remarkable for civility and hoſpitality. 


HOW CAN' YOU/BLAME.. I; 108 


He us'd ev'ry effort his mind could ſuggeſt, 3 9 
To ſhew her that honour was ſtill in his breaſt : * 2 | 
ATAC 
He ſung her a ſonnet, the beſt that he knew, 
And made her fine preſents 3 as lovers will do; | 1 
Still ſhe frown'd when ſhe found that a kiſs was his claim, 
But he kiſs'd her again, 90 e , How <0 8 blame? 


n is J 


Quoth the ſhepherd, believe me, to love is no crime, * a 
Twas taught to our race on the birth-day of time; 3 


All nature declares it, our ewes how they love; 81% 


In ſpring mark the ſparrow, the linnet and dove— h 
Here he kiſfs'd her ſoft cheek, while it redden'd. with we! | 
But he kiſs d it again, and cry'd, How ankles blame? - + 


; Should thy dad know of this, love, eee © ax 

He once lov'd to kiſs, and thy mother beſide,  _ 
There's nothing, believe me, of hurt in a kiſs, n 
The infant new- born may partake of the bliſs— | 3 
Here the ſwain ſtole another, ſhe talk'd of her fame, _ 
But he kiſs'd her again, and cry'd, How can you blame? | 


Love, who'd been laughing to ſee the young mad. 
Commended the ſhepherd, and flew to his aid] 
He took from his quiver the beſt pointed dart. i 


Gave his bow-ftring a twang, and it found out her heart; 
The youth ſaw the change, and to cheriſh the flame, 
Sweetly kiſs'd her again, and cry d, How can you blame? 


O Damon! ſhe ſaid, we of love muſt beware, 

Tho” kiſſes are ſweet, they may harbour a yy” 01 «to. 

If my ſwain is fincere, let him make me a wife, 5 92 
Then none but my Damon ſhall kiſs me for life © t lin 

They waited i npatient, at length che day came, Id on; rH 


When the fair one forgot her young nn, to dme 
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1 Hin: 


ONTENT within my ſphere 1 muſe, | 


If ſmall my wealth, I've e leſs to loſe, 
What then bave I to break my reſt? 
Nor bolts, nor bars, nor iron cheſt, 


Jove glads me day by day at leaſt, 


* * - A 


With juſt enough, and that's a feaſt: : 


Miſer go provoke thy doom, iz) 
Starve for Gor d, but toy for whom? 


When the ſexton wha his ſpade,” * 
To ft the hole where thou art laid, 
What is all this Gol p to thee ? 

A cup of wine is more to me, 

One perhaps thou valu'd not, 
Who figh'd to ſee thy body rot, 
Diſſipates like duſt in air, : 5 
The en 1. * thy ir care. | 


1 5 


Or, PFs in Mammon's du, 
. Hides the cure for Care and Want, 
Either way it matters not, | 


' . - 
LI : 
& : 
5 . 12 1 
Curſed is the miſer's lot; N 
- 


r Heu V. lexrn of me, : 
e 


Saxe enough e e 


- Now TII take my gen'rous wine, 


While he drain'd the purple ftore,-: 


s Having fill'd to pleaſure, Tims, 8 30979 ; 
I give this ſentiment ſublime, Eu 10%t0] $f. 


May the Miſes never prove | 
Nora than Gor p- the joys of Love. 


7 1 
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On 


on THE 


| DEATH OF "Mz. un 


MILLER OF NEWPORT, IN THE ISLE OF WIGHT, 


H Wi uri, moans? ene 3 "= | 
USH'D be the noily clack of zander Mally, Mott 07 


And thou Mzvina* , ceaſe awhile to flow. nood 21d F 


| The buſy hand of induſtry, be Kill, boog ir 1% % L yall 


For Death hes gon pron ive . hu n . 


ID £69 g 2 6138738 FAA 25 INT 1 * 


Clos'd is that nice diſcriminatin ting eye, 440 1o.g08 1 
Which well deſcried the worth of ev ry hs 1 1% 14 
Mute is that tongue which never made reply, . 
To * the bluſh, or give to * pain, gen 


nr.” , at 


| Ceaſe! ceaſe! (ect Redbreät, drop thy aut tune; 
"The hand that fed thee muſt no more ' Ippear, © nts ; 

To deal to pinching penury its bonn. 
And * from Sorrow's eye the reickling tear, 


ix) 


» 
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Our Say is gone beser of the Plough+;-- * i 
Who urg'd the Standard buſhel for the poor: 
HAN TON IAN ſhepherds pluck the Cypreſs . 
Now Vacrs“ s honeſt Miller is no more. \ oil} 200 As 


© 30 Het Stege a 181 [1 

Bleft by the Maſe n kill,” Fend oats wotlk 
Jo him the higher praiſe of lore is due 

Hie ſang your Iſland, every: Vale and Hill,, 
* Warm js roar Potiho and goes dopoh os, i 29k 


1. 7 
in 3 61 2 


Mild and . was the Man, 

The tender Huſband, Father, and the Friend; 
Go thou, purſue the Newport Miller's plan, 
Rever'd in Life, lamented 3 in his . | 


* The River that runs through Newport. hs 
+ He was much attached to improvements in Agriculture. , 
| & 1 THE 
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: 


The man, mighty pow'r, I would chuſe for my friend, 
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RE Phcebus * Aries directs his faint bones, 4 
"i ma the pale Mmowcand the ice on the fireams, © 
This boon (with ſubmiffon) great Jove, I require, * 

May I ne'ex want good cheer; nor a friend by my fire! 
If my purſe ſnould prove light, and my cellar be dry, 
May I ne'er want a patron to deal a ſupply! N N 
So Ben fang of old, his petition was heard, "hi 


And ar N ind pod Pak op dn” 
In hiding chat friend, Pallas, chou be my guide; | 
O, ſhield me from folly, from ign'rance and pride; | - 
From the wretch who will ſmile i in your face, whilſt his heart 
Is the ſource of deceit, and the ſtore-houſe of art 
From the cold flinty boſom, that ne'er heav'd a gh, 


When the forrowful wreck of oppreſſion was by. 


I ak not ſuch-trifles; Minerva, as theſe, EZ 444%, 11 
* . eee. 1 0 
uod el K 22: lg : AH 


Laſk not tha Atheiſt- (bright Author of blif), 
Of all that 's obnoxious, defend me from this; _ 
Nor the gloomy fanatic, conventicle ching, 03,79 1 


From whoſe errors a thouſand abſurdities ſpring ; 


I alk not the fribble, averſe to the bowl, 
Let him trifle, o'er tea, with his Chloe condole ; - 
I aſk not the man to opinion a flave, | Te 


No volatile rattle, nor one who 's too grave. 
' * DUCTE'T 2123 DAB ERIE TINTEGHI ES. 5s 


I aſk not the gameſter, the fot, nor the fool, 
Nor he who's to party or faction a tool: 


7 
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: ruf choc. 109 
Who ne'er favour'd-the-cauſe that eee 


Nor flatter d a Fool to be reckon'd politTmmaããmm 2H 

Who dares to be honeſt aa tans H 

Such an one could I meet with, en bauch Id ea. 
3490 aft fy AN (yay wilt * 


His find 4 have ende with i mic wer 
Well read, and his manners be free from offence; 
His tongue ſhould the dictates of virtue obey, - -- 
And reaſon reclaim him whenever aſtray ; 
If ſuch L could meet, I would: conſtantly ftrive,, -* | | + 
. Untainted to keep the dear blefling alive 3 . 

And when Time ſhall bid me relinquiſh g 
II mung "es r in death, - 
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Ba wma w this N Oak, not a +385 to how, 

By my Grandfather planted a centꝰry ago, 1 

How peaceful I fit, while the moon ſpreads the Lake, 

And the Readbreaſt trills Autumn's ſweet ſong in the brake; 
With my pipe and my pot, and my dame by my fide,” 
I ſend forth the perfume obnoxious to pride; i 
Till Goodwin, the Vicar, revives at-the gale, 
Quits his 3 to ſit by me, and teems out the wo 


Our Lads and our Laſſes inſpir'd with the "= | 

To the crack'd-crout of Collin dance round on the green; 
The kind kiſs of friendſhip flies ſwift as they move, 

To the Ruſtic's loud laugh, or the Sonnet of Love; 

Tis peaceful Humility dictates the treat, 

No Courtier approaches to damp with deceit; 1 
Thus rural felicity gladdens the vale, ee 
While Goodwin fits by me to teem out the ale. 


"op ad | TRE OLD OAK. 
No rege y u. wild Gow of pen, A1 en 
I liſten well- pleas d to his leſſons of trutn 15) + 
No deal my opinion in turn for his fass od | 
eee eee 4 2427 
Wiſh the terrors of War thro' the nations may ceaſe, 
And Monarchs delight in the bleſſings of Peace; 
The Vicar attends to:Humanity's tal,, e 
a eee 


ate 017 eel ont eels of 
Me village cloak uri ed denn — 
And the moon is now hiding her face in the tree 
When Goodwin reminds thoſe who toil for their bread, 91 
Should to Temperance bend, and go early to bedj 
Dame quits the old Oak, thanks the prieſt for his care, 
| While the laſſes and lads to their pillows repair; 


My pipe is burnt out, Goodwin tells his laſt tale, 
nnn | 
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my "BOTTLE AND BikD,” 


B47 4} 3 tit 5e 8. 7 
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| PLAGUE on thoſe n . 3 8 dente 
To ſtarve themſelves living, in hopes to die rich; 
Here goes the laſt guinea, I change it with glee, 
For my Bottle and Bird has more raptures for me; 
This takes away hunger, the other conſpires 
To warm me for Phillis with matchleſs deſires; 
Then give me ye gods while exiſtence I court, 
* BID S 1 5 nr OF Poxr. 


att 0e eee ; 
To the ſtubble at day break with Dido I runn 
"There ſprings the brown covey, and round as they fly, 
bg nee rob We hd 
Returning 
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ö Retuming, "if chance throws « n bs my! way, 
We talk of the pleaſures and toils of the day; 

Then I preſs him ſincere to partake of my ſport, 

My delicate Binp, and my BorTL® or Por. 


"Tis wine, roſy wine, gives new comforts to men, 72M 
Anacreon look'd plump at an hundred and ten 
With the Muſe he could ſport as the Landſcape he ng 74 

And compoſe his ſweet lays with the ſoul of the Gd; 
This theme's ftill delightful and pleaſing to mem 
As the ſweets of the Spring to the taſte of the be, 
Like the roſy-brow'd Bard let me conſtantly ſport, _ 575 
O'er my Biz of true game, and my BoTTLz or Por. 


While Ambition ſtalks forth with peſtiferous breath, 

And ſweeps like a fiery- tail'd comet to deatet 

_ Whilſt fools bleed for Tyrants, the ſcourges of earth, 

Who repay with ingratitude talents and worth: 

While P ſets the nations around by the ears, 

And covers the cheek of the matron with tears; 

Let me ſcorn all his meaſures, and amity court, 

O'er * Bixp of true game, and my BoTTLE Oo Por. 


Now here goes 2 brimmer, ſweet Peace to the world, 15 
Be its foes to the dark pits of Erebus hutl'd ; N 
And, O may its advocates never want wealth, 

A boſom unclouded, a brow deck'd with health; 

May Love, Mirth, and Friendſhip, for ever engage, 

'To bleſs them in youth, nor forſake them in age; 

To the ſports of the field may they ever reſort,. . 

And ne'er want a FaisnDd, and a Bor TLZ or Poà Tr. 
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- GRATUITOUS EPITAPH 
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JUSTICE RUSSELL; 
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1 is dead! and what ſhall make us kay, 
- Has left a purſe to buy an Epitaph ; 

He, who while living, but employ'd his thought, 
- To gripe the needy, and to ſave his groat; 

And this befide—To flop rhe Widew's tear? 

Ah! Virtue, no, what thou muſt bluſh to hear: 5 
To raiſe a column to perpetuate, | 
The meaneſt Mortal ever ſtruck by fate. 
A wretch fo vile, that on his dying night, 
He robb'd his infant offipring of their right; 
Ye feeling Sires, who aſk the reaſon x 58 

| But te enrich a Public C 'barity : pgs , 


Child of the Muſe, OP ſings the Poet's part, 
Go ſtrike the door that opens to the heart; N58 
Then afk of Virtue, ſtill to Juſtice trae, © e 
If one fair plaudit is this monſter's due? 
Juſtice and Virtue, ſhouldſt thou there enquire, . 
Muſt — cc - 01 and ih thee * en N 


| Go, Record, hang this cabler to the view, 2 5 
To ſhew hat meanneſs at the laſt could do. 


Mir R. * in his laſt will, that two thouſand pounds ſhould be 
laid out to raiſe a monument to his memory, and one hundred. pounds to 
_ purchaſe him an Epitaph. He requeſted Dr, Johnſon might be applied to 
for the purpoſe; but on being informed that the Doctor would not flatter at 
tte expence of truth, he defired the Parſon of the pariſh might be employed 
on the buſineſs. 


